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Containing the lamentable end of Don Horatio, 
and Bel;mperia 3 With the pitifull Death , 
WES Pont, of HIERONIM Os | 


Newly Correfted , Amended, and E niar ged with new 
Additions, as it hath of late beene divers 
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ACTVS PRIMVS. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Andrea,and with bim Reyenge 
G 


Hen this eternal ſubſtance of my ſoule, 
Did live impriſoned in my wonted fleſh, 
Each intheir fanRion ſerving other need, 
I was a Conrtier in the Spexs/& Court: 
My name was Dow Aarea: my diſcent, 
Thongh not ignoble, yet infertour farre 
To gracious Fortunes of my tender youth 2 | 
There in the pride and prime of al my yeares, © 
By dutious ſervice anddeſ.rving love, = © ts 
Tn ſecret 7 pofſeſt a worthy Dame,” - 
Which hight ſweet Belimperia by name: 
But in the Harveſt of my Summers ioyes, 
Deaths Winter nipt the blofſomes of my blifle, 
Forcingdivorcebetwixt my Love and me: © 
For inthe lace confli with Portingale, 
My valour drew me into dangers mouth, 
Til life to death made paflage threngh my wounds. - 
V Vhen 7 was laine, myſouledeſcended ſtraight, 
To paſſe the flowing {treame of Aeherow , 
But churlith Ch on,onely Boateman there, * 
Said that may Rites of Burial not perfortn'd, 
I might not firamong bis Paſſengers: 
Ere Sof had flept three nights in Theres lap, : 
And ſlakt his ſmoaking Chariot in her flood; 1 
By Don Horatio our Knight-Marſhals ſormeg. © 
My Funerals and Oblequies were done. © 
Then wasthe Ferry-man of Hell conterg, 
To pafle me over tothe ſlimie Strond, | \ 
That leads to fell Avern ongly waves, 3 
There plcafing Cerberme with homed ſpeech, £ 
| A 2 5+: oat 


The Spaniſh Trageae. 


I paſt the perils ofthe formoſt Porch: VI s 54 
Not far from henc:,amidſt ten thouſand ſeules, 

Sate Afines, acne and Rademants ' 

To whom no ſooner gan I make approach, © 

To cravea Paſport for my wandring Ghoſt, 

Burt Minor in graven leaves of Lotterte, 

Drew forth the manner of my life and death, | 
This Knight(quoth he)both liv*dand died in loue, 

And for ris Love,tride fortune of rhe warres, 

And by Warres fortune, loſt both love,and life, 

Why then (ſaid Eacw) convey him hence, 

To walke with Lovers in our fields of Love, 
And ſpend the courle of everlaſting time, 
Vnder greene Myrtle trees, and Cypres ſhades. 
No,no,({aid Redamant) it were not well, 
'With loving ſoales,toplace a Martialiſt. 

Hedied in W arre, and muſt to Martiall Fields : 

W here wounded Her lives in laſting paine, 
And Achilles Myrmidons doc ſcourethe plaine. 

Then Afinos,mildeſt Cenſurer of the three, 

Made thisdevicegto end the difference : 
Send him (querh he) to our infernal|King, 

To doome him as beſt ſecmes his Majeſtie, 

To this efeRt,my Paſport ſtraight was drawne. 

In keeping on my way to P /xzces Court, 

Through dreadfall ſhades of cyer-blooming night, - 

I ſaw more fights then thouſand tongues can tell, 
Or pennescan write,or mortall hearts can thinke, 
Three wayes there were,that on the right hand fide, 
Was ready way unto the fore-ſayd Ficld, 

W here Lovers live and bloody Martialifis : 

But cither forr contain'd within his bounds, 
The left hand path declining fearefully, 
Was ready fall downeto the deepeſt Hell, 

Where bloody furies ſhake their whips cl ſteele 
And poorc [xien turnesan endlefſe wheels : . 
Where Vſarers arechoakt with melting gold, 
And Wantongare embrac'd with ougly Snakes. 
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_ Murderersgreene 
periur'd wig Ohta ſeal cad, 

p " foulc Gans wich aptae-n2orxe BOY 

Twixt theſe two vyayes I trod the middle path, 

W hich brought mc ade, 2 3 Elixian Gre 

- In midſt whereof, there ſtands a ſtatel: four. 

T he vvallesof Brafle,the Gates of Ada 

- Here finding Pluto yyith his Proſerpine, 

I ſhevv'd my Paſport bumbled on my knee: 

W hercat faire Proern began to lmile. | 

I begg'dthat onely ſhee might give my doome. 

Paxto was pleas 'd,and ſeal'd it with a kifle. 

Fnrthvvith Rewenge ſhce rounded thee in the care, 


And bade thee leade me through Sup ood Horror : 
VV here Dreames have paſſage in the 


No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke, but we vvere gh 
(1 wote not hoyvy) intwinckling of an eye. 
Ren, Then knovy Andrea, that thon art 
V Vhere thou ſhalt ſee the author of thy Hey 
Don Balthazar,the Prince of Portingale, 
Depriv'd of life by Behwperie. 
' Herefit yvedovyneto ſee the Myſtery, 
And ſerve for (borus in this Tragedie. 
; Enter Spaniſh King,Generall,Caftile 
and Hieronmo. 


King. Now ſay Lord Generall,how fares cir Gli # 


Gene, Allvvell(my Soveraigne Licge)except ſome few, 
Thar aredeccaſ'd by fortune of the V Varre. ia : 


King. But: oviar pretends thy ©" 7 aa, 
And poſting tookfprefence, chaos in haſt ? 
S>eake man,hath Fortune given us victory? 


Gen, Victory pulp a Tr i 
King + Our P w re 


Ger, Trivate;x : oi 
Fe hoſe Fare le EAR "A OS 
(oft. 0 multuem dileBle Deo gibi miitas ther, 
Et agen dat te? 


» 


The Spantjh Trageaie. 
Sut cumbait : refti foror off Vidtoria inric. 
Xin. Thanks to my loving brother of Cafi/e. 
But Gen-r«8 unfold in bricfe Diſcourſe, 


: 
- 


Your forme 6f batrel,and your warres ſucceſſe;” - - 

Thar adding al he lateſt nowes La 1 

Vnto the height of former happineſle, _ 

VVith deeper wage,and greater dignitie, 

V Ve will rewardchy blifſefull Chivalry. 
Gene. V Vherte Spajne atnd Portingal? doe joyntlic Knity 

Their Frontiers,lcanivg on eachothers Bounds « * wiz 

There metour Armies intheir proud aray* 

Both furniſht web both full of hopeand feare : 

Both menacing e With daritig Showes, 

Both vaunting undry-colours of device, LANG En 

Both cheercly founding Trumpets, Drummes,and Fifes, ' 

Beth raiſing dreadfall clamors to the sKies, 

That Valics; Hilles; and Rivers made rebound, 

Aud heaven it jelfe was frighted with the ſound. 

Our Battailes'both were piicht in ſquadron forme, 

Each corner ſtrongly fenc'd with wings of Shot : 


f 


Batere weioyn'd,and came toputh of Pike,” 
7 brought a Squadron of the readieſt Shor, | 


j 


Their violent 
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Now vvhch Bellona rageth here and, a; HP 
Thicke ftormes ofbullets raw like 
And ſhivered Launces-dark'd the! the routed ire 


f eds Per, Cu/pide cuſps, 
 TArma ſonant jul ger ne POM ooj2 


On every ſide dropt Captainesto the 

And Souldicrs ly maim*d,ſome {lgine cadrlek: 

Here falles a Bodi ſundred _—_ his Head, 

There Legges and armes lic: bleeding on the orafle, 
Mingled with vveapons,and unbowed Steedes, 

That ſcattering over-ſpread the purple Plaines. 

Tn all this turmoile KY any long howresand more, 

The Vitory to neither part cnclin'de, 

Till Don Anarea with his braue Launcicrs, ' © - 

Intheir maine batraile made ſo great a breach, 

That halfe diſmaid;the multitude retit%de:: | 

But Balthazar the Portingales young Prince, 

Brought reſcue,andencourag d them to ſtay. /- 
Here-hence the fight was orks revew'd, 

And in that Confli& was Anares {laine,/. 

Brave man at Armes;but weake to Balthazty + 

Yet while the Prince infulcingoncr big? 14s 4 2 
Breath'd out proud vaunts, ſounding tour reproch, ' 5v& 
Friendſhip and hardy Valoar-joyn' di IT one; ©: | m 
Prickt forth Horatio,onr Knight-Marthalsſonne, 

To challengeforth that Prince to ſingle: fight 2 / 

Nor long betweene theſe twaine the fight enduy'd, 

But ſtraight the Prince was bearen From, his doetes | 
And for dto yeeld him priſoner tohis foe,” | 
VVhen he was taken;all the reft they-fied, .. 

And our Carbines purfued themcodeathy + 217 14 

Till Phxbms wiving tothe Weſterne Deepe;! v2 1 '>* 
Our Trumpeters yverecharg'dtoſound Reta. - 6 

King. Thankes good L.Generallfor theſe oood n nerves, 

And for ſome argument'of more to'coin 


Take this,and vveare for mee 


Nor fil'dmy. heart 


T he Spaniſh Trageae: 
But tell me now,haft thou confirm'd a peace ? + 
Gen. No Peace(my Liege)bat peace conditional, 
Thar if with e tribute may be'paid, "TV 
The furic of our forces will be ſtays 3. SILK > © | 
And to that Peace, their Viceroy hath (abſcrib We n 
” . * Cmesthe King a Paper, . 
And made a ſolemne vow;that during life, Y75v2 nO 7 
This Tribute ſhall be truely-paid to Sparne. 


King, Theſe words,thele deeds become thy perſon well. by 
Bur now Knight-Marſhall,trolike with the King, 


For tis thy ſoune that winnesthe Battcls prize. oh 
Hier. Long may he live to ſerve my foveraigne Licge, 4 
And ſoonedecay,unlefſe he ſerve my Liege, | | | 
eA T rumpet affarre off. J 


Xing. Nor thou,nor he,fhall die without reward. 
What meanes this warning of che Trumpets ſound ? 

Generall, This tells mee, that your Graces men of warre, 
Such as wars fortune hath reſerv'd from death, y 
Come marching on towards your Royall S:at, ; 
To ſhew themlclves before your Maicſtic : _ 
For fo I gave themchargeat my depart : | 4 
W hereby by demonſtration ſhall appeare, ; 
That all,cxcept three hundred,or few more, | 


Are ſafe return'd,and by rheir toes enrichr. 


The Armie mectes. Balthazar between Lorenzo 'N 
+. aud Horatio,Capive, 0 ( j - 

King. Agladiomefight,! laagto ſce them here. F 

wa 2 Theyenter and paſſe by. 

Was that the warlike Prince of Portinpele, 

That by our Nephew was in Triumph led ? 

Ge. It was(mny Liege)the Prince of Portingale. 

. King. But what was he,that onthe other ſide, 

Partner ofthe Prize ? 


My loving thoughts di 
He never pleag'd his 


"The Spaniſh Tragedie, 
King Goe, let them march once more abouttheſe walls; 
That ſtaying them, we may conferre and talke, 
Wi ith our brane priſoner,and his double Guard, 
Hi:ronwo,git greatly pleaſeth ves, 
Thar in our victory thou hane a ſhare, | 
By vertuc of thy worthy Sannes exploit. Enter againe, 
Bring hither the yong Prince of Porringele, 
The rcit march on; Butere they be dilmiſt, 
Wee will beſtow on every Souldier twe Duckets, 
And on euery Leader ten ; that they may know 
Our iargefſe welcomes them. Exexn at but Bal. Lor.c Hor, 
Welcome Do Bakhazar,welcome Nephew : 
And thou Horatzo,thou art welcome too 2 
Young Prince,although thy Fathers hard miſ-deeds, 
In kceping backe the Tribute that he owes, 
Deſerue but ecuill mcaſure at our hands ; 
Yet ſhalc thou know,that Spaine is honourable... 
Batt, The treſpaſle that my Father made inpeace, 
Is now control'd by fortune ofthe warres; -. 
And Cards once dealt,it boots not aske why fo ? 
His men are {laine,a Cancan, to the Realme; 
His Coloursceaz'd,a blotynto hisname ; 
His Sonne diſtreſt,acorhue ro his heart : 
Theſe puniſhments may cleare his late offence. 
King. I BalF zar,it he obſcrucs this Truce, 
Our peace will grow the ſtronger for theſe warres : 
Mcane while live thougtheugh notinlibertie, 
Yet free from bearingany ſervile. yoake:: _ 
For inour heoong thy deſcrts were great, 
And inour ſight,thy ſelfe art gracious... 
Bale. I ya arc ape." grace, Joaby) 
King. But tcll me,(tar their holding makes me 96 
To which of theſe twaine art thou Prifones? | 
Zn, LC pts phe) IE, | 
oral. O mc,my Soueraigne, S 
Lor. This hand, firſt tooke the Comrſcrby the Reines. 
Hor. But firſt my.Lance did j auopiroapis Hogl, 
Lor, I ccaz'd his weapon,al -— | 
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Hey. But firſt I forc'd him lay his weapens downe.. | 
Kmy. Let go hiSarmevpod our priuiledge. Zer rim go. 
$., worthy Princ« ,to whether d1dſt thou yeeld Þ * 

Bal, [o him 1h cuftefic,to this pzrforce's 
He ſpake me faire,this other gaueme ſtrokes z- 

He promiſed lifegthis cther threatned'death : = 
He wanne my loue;this other conqueredme x 
And truethto fay,T yeeld my {elfe to both. ; 

Hier,” But that 1 know your Grace fot jaſt ahd'iyife, + 
And might ſceme partiall in this differgiice; ' 
Inforſt by Nature and by Law of Armes, 

My tongue fhould plead for yong Horatior right: -- 
He hunted well,that was a Lyons deith, © - 

Not heethat ina garment wore his skinne : 

So Hares may pull dead Lyons by the Beard. 

King, Content thee Marfhz},thou ſhalt baue no wrong. - 
Andtor thy ſake thy ſorine ſhall want no right, - 
Will both abide the ceuſurc of my doom? * 

Lox, ' Icraue no better then your Grace awards, 

Hor, Nor I,although I fic be fide my right. 


You both deſerue;and both ſhall have reward; - j 
Nephew,thou took'fſt bis weapons and his Horfe ;- © 
His weapons and his Horſe are thy reward, 
Horatio,choudidft force him firſt to yeeld, 
HisRanſdme thereforeis thy valours fee : 
Appoint the ſummie as you ſhallboth agree. + 
But Nephew, thou ſhalt haue the Pritice in gaard; 
For thine eſtate beſt frteth fuck a Gueſt : * 
Horatio: houſe were fmall for all his traine : 
Yetin regard thy ſubſtance paſſcrh his; - 
And that inft guerdon may defall deſert, 
To him we yeecld the Armour of the Prince. 
ave thee _ main, device * 
- Right wel (my Liege) if this progi | 

That Non Horatio beet Vace ? ny; _ Wet 
Whom I admire andlogefor Chinalry, | | 

_ Ring.” Horatio, leane him northarlouex thee ſo; | 
| © "Noyr ©: 


. 
% ” 
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King. Then by my judg:mept,thus your ſtrife ſhall end; © 


__ _ The SpatiiſÞTragtdit, 
:Novvlet vs hence to ſce our Souldiers payd, 
And feaſt our priſoner as our friendl 
. Emer Viceroy, Alexandre and Uilippe, 
Usce, Is vur Embaſladour diſpatche for Sheie ? 
Alex... Two dayes (my Liege) are paſt fince his depart. 
Uien And Tribute payment gone along with hin ? 
- Alex, 1 my good Lord. ; _ 
Vice. Then relt we here a while in our vareft © 
and feed our lorrowes with ſome inward ſighs ; 
For deepeſt cares breake neucr into teares, 
But wherefore fit In this 9, qpabng ? 
This better fits a wretches endles moaae. 'Fal; ts thegroxand, 


Yet this is higher then my fortunes reach, 
And therefore better then my ſtate deſerucs : 
I,I,this Exrth Image ef Melancholy, ' 
Seckes him whom Fatesadjudg'd to miſery ; 
Here let me lic ; now Lamar the loweſt. 
Qui lacet in terra,non habet unde cadat, 
Tn me conſump ſit vires fortuna nocends * 


Nikhil ſupereſt vt iam poſſit obeſſe magr.. 
Yes,Fortunc may bereave me of my Crowne :; 
Here,take is now,let Fortune doe her worſt, 
Shee wilnot rob me ofthis ſable weed: 

O no,ſhee enuics none but pleaſant things, 

Such is the folly of deſpightfull Chance, 
Fortune is blind ,and ſees not my deſerts y 

Sois the deafe,and heares not my lamencs: 

And could the heare,yetis ſhe wilful mad, 
Andthezefore willnet pitty my diſtrefle, 
Suppoſe that ſhee could pitty me,whatthen ? 

W hat helpe can beexpeRted at her hands, 

W hoſe foot ſtanding on arowling ſtone, 

And Mind more mutablc then fickle winds ; 
Why waile I then wheres hope ofno redrefſe? 
O yes/complaini makes wy gricte eeme lefle 
My late Ambition hath diſtain'd my Faith ; 

My breach of Faith,occaſion'd bloody warreg, 
Theſc bloody IN Eee BP 


1h, ik TIFEITL, . 


Ad with my Treaſure,my peoples Blood: 

And with their blood,my loy and beſt Beloved, 

My beſt Beloued, my fweet and onely Sonne. 

O wherefore went Inotto Warre ay ſelfe? 

The cauſe was mine,I might haue dyed for both * 

My yceres were mellow, bur his young and greent ; 
My death' were naturall,but bis was ferced. , 


Alex, No doubt (my Liege )but ſtillthe Prince ſurvives. 
Vice, Surviues, I but where ? $ "F 
Alex. In Spame a Priſoner,by tniſchance of Warre. 
Vice, Then they haue flaine him for his fathers fanlr, 
Alex, That werea breach te common law of Armes, 
Vice. They reake no Lawes that meditate revenge. 
Alsx, His ranſotnes worth will ſtay from foule renenge. 
Vice. No,if he liued,thenewes.would ſoone be here. 
Alex. Nay,cutil newes will fiyc faſter ſtill then good. 
Vice. Tell me no more of Newes,for he is dead: 
thor of ill Newes; / 
And Ie bewray the fortune of thy « 

Vice, Speake on. Ile guerdon thee what ere it be, - 
Mine care is ready torecciue ill Newes . 


UVillip. My Soveraigne,pardon the Au 


My heart growne hard gainſt mi(chiefs battery; 


Stand vp I fay,and tell thy tale at large. 


Fil. Then heare the truch,which cheſe mine eyes have ſeen 


When both the Armies were in battell joyn'd, 
Doz Balthazaramidſt the thickeſt troupes, 
To winne renowne, did wondrous feats of Armes'! 
Amongſt the reſt, I ſaw him hand to hand, 
Infingle fight withtheir Lord Generall, 
Tiil Alexexaro(that here counter feits 
Vnderthe colour of a dutious friend) © 
Diſcharg'd his Piſtoll at the Princes backe,. 
Asthough he would hae flaine their Generall*:. 
But therewithall, Don Balthazar tell downe : 
And when he fell,then we began to flic ; 
ket ny $77-Lemanlyp je) OUTS... *_ 
x, Uwicked forgery: O-trayterous miſcreant; 
Fice, Holdthonthy peace: But now Yolippo lay; 
| - Witte 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
Where then becatne the carcafſe of my Sonne ? 
Vilip.-I (aw thear drag it to the SpavyſG Tents, 
Vice. I,I,my nightly dreames haue told me this, 
Thou falſe,vokind;vnthankfullerayterous beaſt; 
W herein had Bakheaw offended thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt thus betray him to our foes ? 
XZ Was't Spani/5, gold that bleared ſothine cyes;* | 
2X Thatthou coaldſt ſee no part of our deſerrs ? 
X Perchance becanſe thon art Ter/eraes Lotd;+ - 
"*X Thou haſt ſome hope to were this Diademe, 
** Iffirſt my ſonne,and then my (elfe were laine : 
** Batthy-ambitious thoughts ſhall breake thy necke © 
XX T, this was itthat made theeſpill hisblood ; : | 
"un Hi takes the Crownd and pus it on 4gaint. 
= Bat now Ile weare it till thy blood be ſpilt. ©. 
* Alex, Vouchſafe(deare Soucraigne)to heare me ſpeake.. 
> VUr:ee. Away with himzhis fighrisfecondhell:” | 
> Keepe him rill we detergine of his'death j 
2 If Balthazarbe dead, llnotline: 
= Vilippo,follow vs for thy: reward.” 
* PYilip. Thus hae I'withan etiatous forged Tale, 
7 Decciu'd the King, betray'd mineenemy, 
*X And hope for guerdon of my villany- © © » Fave. 
Fnter Horntio,and Bels | 
Bel. Signior Horatio,this isthe placezand howre, 
= Whercin'| muſt entreattheetorelate oh 
7 TheCircumſtance of Don Andreas death; 
> Wholiging was my Garlands Cchiefeſt Floiyer, 
> And in his death hath buried my d- lights, 
Hor: Forlone of him,anil ſeraice to your felfe, . 
"2 Ilenat refuſe this dolefull heany charge * 
** Yetteares and ſighs (1 fearce) wilt hinder me. 
 Whenbothour Armies were entoyn'd to fight, . - 
XZ Your worthy Caullier amidſtthe thickeſt; 
2% For glorious cauſc,ſtiilaymingat rhe faireſt, 
= Wasat the laft by yong Dow Bulchazar, 
2X Encountred hand to hand: their fightwasfong, - 
*X Their hearts eh e's: 
| = 3 


\ Their ſtrength alikeztk 
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eir trokes both dargerous : 
But wrathtull Nemeſis that wicked dts 
Envying at Andreas praile and worth, 
Curt ſhort his life,co end his prayſe and worth ; 
Shce,ſhc her ſelfc,diſguit'd in Armours maske, 
(As Pallas was before proud Perg-moe ) 
Brought ina frc ſh ſupply of Ha bardiers, 
W hich paunche his horſc,1nd dingd him to the ground : 
Then yong Don Balthaſor, with ruthleſlc rage, 
Taking adyantage of his foes diſtreflc, 
Did finiſh what his Halbardiers begun, 
Andleft not till Andreas life was done. 
Then(though too late)incenſt vrithiuſt remorſe, 
I with my Band (et foorth againſt the Prince, 
And brought him priloner from his Halbardiers, 

_ Bel. Would thou hadſt {laine him that ſlue my Loue : 
But then, vvas Don Andreas carcafle loft? _ | 

Her, No,that vvas itfor vyhich 1 chiefly ftrouc, -  , 


Nor ſept I backe till I recoucred him ; 

I tooke him vp, and vyound him in minearmes, 

And reediaghle vnto my priuate Tent, 

There layd him doryne,anddeavyd him with my teares, 

And ſighd and forrovvedas became a Friend : 

But neither friendly ſorcovvyes, lighegnor teares, 

Could vvin pale Death from his vſurped right. 

Yerthis I did,and lefle Icould notdae, © 

I (avvy him honoured vyith dae Funerall: 

T his ſcarfe pluckt off from hisliuclefſe arme, 

And vveare it in remembrance of my Friend. 
Bel, I knovy the Scarfe,vyould he had keptit ill, 

For h:d heliu'd, he vvould hauc kept ir Kill, hs 

And vvernc it for his Belomperia: ſake ; 

For 'rvvas my fauour at his laſt depart : 

But noyy vycarcit both for him and me ; 

For after him thou haſt deſeru'd it beſt , ea 

But for thy kindneſſe in bislife anddeath, 5 

Bee ſure vyhile Belamperias life endures, 

S hee vvill be Doxn Horetior thankfull friend. 
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Hor. ' And (Madame) Den Horatio will not flacke, 
Humbly to ſerue faire Belumperia, 
Bat nowlf your good hking ttand thereto, 
Ile crane your pardon to goe ſecke the Prince, 
For ſo the Dake your Fatier gaue me Chargre © 
Bel, I, goe Horatio,leaue me here alone, 
For {olitude bet firs my chearelefle mood : 
Yet what avayles to wayle Andreas deaths. -. 
From whence Horatio proucs my ſecond Loue ? 
Had he not loucd eAndreas as he did, 
He could not fit in Belfimperias thoughts. _ 
But how Can Love find harbour in my breaſt, 
Till I revenge the death of my Beloued ? - - 
Yes,ſeconJ Love ſhalt further my reyenge; 
lielove Horatio my Andrea friend, -'., _ aA 
+ The moreto ſpightthe Prince that wrought hiscnd: 
And whcre Don Balthaſer that {lew.my Love, -*/. 
Himſclfe now pleas for favour at my hands, - 
He ſhall in rigour of my juſt diſdaine, 
Reape long repentance of his murderous deed: 
For what waſt clſc but murderous cowardiſe,  * 
So many to oppreſſc one valiant Knight, -.- 
- withont reſpet of Honour in the fight ? © 
Andherc hc comes that murdered my delight. - 
Enter Lorenzo and Balhaſer, 
Loi, Siſter, what meancs this melancholy-walke >" 
Fel, That for a while l wiſhno company: - 
Lor« But here the Prince is come to vifityous 


- - 


Bel. That argues that ke lies at liberty, - : -- 
Bal. No Mehae et in plesfing ſervitude, © 
B-1. Your priſonthen (belike)is your Canceit, 
Bel. Then wich Conceit enlarge your (clfe againe. 
Bal, What if Conceithavelayd my heartro gage ? 
Bel, Pay that you bocrowed,and recover it,.. 
Bad. 1 die if it returne from whence iclic$+ /,\ - 
Bet. A hcartlefſc man,and liacs! a miracles; 
Bel. 1 Lady, Love canworke ſuch wiracles, * 
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Lor, Tafhytuſh,my Lordlet goc theſe ambages, 
And in plaine termes acquaint her with your loue. 
Bel. What boots complaint,when ther's no remedy. 
Bal, Yes,to your gracious ſelfe muſt I complaine, 
In whoſe faireanſwerelyes my remedy 3 | 
On whole perfeRion all mythoughts attend, 
On whoſeaſpe&tmine eyes find Beauties Fower * 


In whoſe tranſlucent Breaſts,my heart is lodged. 


Bel. Alaſſe(my Lord)thele are but words of courſe, 
And Hut deuis'd todrine me from this place. 
Shee going #n,lers fall her Gloxe,which Horatio 
© comming ont takes it vp. 
Her, Madame, your Gloue, | ets 
Bel. Thankes good Horatio,take it for thy paincs- 
Bal. Signior Horatiaſtoopt in happy tie. 
Hoey, 1 reap'd more grace then I deſern'd,or hop'd, 
Lor. My Lord;be not diſmayd for what 1s paſt, 
You know vhat women oft are humerous? © 
Theſe Cloudes will ouer-blow withlittle winde ; 
Let me alone, Ile ſcatter them my ſclfe : 
Meane whilc,let vs deviſe to fpend the time, - 
In ſome delightſome ſportsand revellings. 
Hor, The King(my Lord)is comming hither ſtraight, 
Tofcaſt the Portingale Embaſſadour z 
Things were inreadinefle before I came. 
Bal. Then'here it fits vstoattend the King, 
To welcome hither our Enibaſſadour, - | 
And __ RE my — health. * 
nter the Banquet Trumpets,the King,and Embafſudor. 
King. See Lord Embaſidour,how Spetn ncears 
Their Priſoner Balthaſargthy Viceroyes ſonge; | 
Wee pleaſure more in kindnefſethen in warres. 
Embaſ, Sad is our King,and Portingale laments, 
Shnppoſing that Don Balthaſar is {laine. Yf 
Bat, Soam I ſlaine by Beauties tyranny : 
Youlſce (my LordYhow Baktheſaris flainc ; 
1 frelike withthe Duke of CaffilerſonneCoure, 
Wrapt cuery houre in pleaſuregofthe * © ot) 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
And grac'd with fauours of his Maicſtie. _ I 
King. Put off your greetings till our Feaſt bedone 5 _ 
Now come and fit with vs, and taſte our cheare. | | 
| Sit ro the Banquet, * 
Sit downe young Prince, you are our ſecond Guelt : 
Brother ſir downe, and Nzphew take your place : 
Signior Horatio, wait thou vypon our Cup, 
For well thou haſt deſerued to be honoured, 
Now Lordings fall to, Sp«ine is Portingate, 
And Portingale is Spaine; we bothare friends, 
Tribute is paid, and we entoy oar right. . 
But where is olde Hieronime, our Marſhall? 
He promiſed vs in honour of our Gueſt, 
To grace our Banquet with ſome pompous ieſt- 
Emer Hieronimo with a Drumme, three Knights, each his 
Scutchion : then be fetches three Kings, they take 
their Crownes and them captine. 
Hieronsmo, this Maske contents mine eye, 
Although I ſound not well the myſtery. c 
Hier, The firft atm'd Knight,that hung his Scatchion vp, 
He takes the Scntchion, and ginesit to the King, 
Was Engliſh Robert, Earle of Gloceſter, 
W ho when King Szephen bore ſway in Albion, 
Arriu'd with twenty thoaſand men 
In Pertingals, and by ſucceſle of warre, 
Enforc'd the King (then but a Saraſin) 
To beare the yoake of th'Engliſh Monarchie. _ 
- King. My Lordof Portingale, by this you ſee, 
That which may comfort both your King and you, 
And make your late diſcomfort ſeeme theleſſe. 
Bur ſay Heron5mo, what was the next ? Pike; 
Hier, The ſecond Knight that bang his Scutchion vp, 
« deth as hee didbefore, 
"Was Edmand Earle of Kent in eAlbiow, 
W hen Engliſh Richard wore the Diadetn : 
Hee came likewiſc and razed Lirbowe walles, 
| And tooke the King of Portingale in fight ; 
For which, and other ſach like - —_ done, 
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He after was created Dake of Yorke. 
King. This is another ſpeciall argument, 
Thar Portingale may daine to bear o8r yoake, _ 
V Vhen it by little £:gland hath beene yoakt. 
Bat now Hierenimo, what were the laſt ? | 
Hier, The third and laſt, not leaſt in our account, 
©, - Doingas he aigbefare, 
V Vas (2sthereſt) a valiant Engliſh man, | 
- Braue Jobn of Gawnt the Duke of Lancaſter, 
As by bis Scutcheon plainely may appeare : 
He witha puilant Army came to Spaive, 
And tookse our King of (af ile prifoner.. + 
Embaſſ. This's an argument for our Yiceroy, 
That Spaize may not inſult for her ſucceſle, 
Since Engliſh Warriours likewiſe conquered Spaine, 
And inad: them bow their knees to Albion. * 
King. Hieronimo, I drinketo thee for this deuice, 
W hich hath plcaſed both the Embaſſadour and me : 
Pledge mc Hierowsmo, if thou loue the King. 
| T akes the Cup of Horatio, 
My Lord, Tfeare we fit but ouer-long, 
Valefle our dainties were more delicate : 
Bur welcome are you to'the beſt we haue... 
Now let vs 1n, that wee may be diſpatch, Eta, 
I thinke our Countellis already ſet, Exennt omnes....." 
| op vor >) 
Come we for this from depth of ynder ground, 
To fee him feaſt that gaue me my deaths wound? - | 
Theſe pleaſznt fights are forrow to my ſoule, | 
Nothing but League, and Loue, and Banqueting? 
| Rewenge, _ 
Be till eAndres, erc we goe from hence, 
Ile turnetheir Friendſhip-into fell Deſpight;* 
Their Louc to moreall Hate, their Dayto Night:: 
Their Hope into Deſpaire, theix Peace to Warre : 
Their Ioyes to Paine, their Blifle to Miſery. 
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ACHVS SECYNDYS: 


Enter Lorenzo, and Balthazer. | 
| Lorenzo, - 
M' Lord, though Belimperia ſeeme thus coy, 
Let Reaſon hold you in yorr wonted joy : 
In ame the ſauage Bull luſtaines the Yoakez .- 
In time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to Lure 2 
In time ſmall Wedges cleaye the hardeſt Oakez _. * 
In time the hardeſt Hine is pierc'd with tofceſt ſhowre': ES 
And ſhee in time, will fall from herdiſdaine, _ | 
And 10'e the ſufferance of your friendly. paine. 
Bal. No,ſhe is wilder,and more hafd withal!, 
Then Beaſt, or Bird,or Tice,or ſtony W, Soup! 
But whercfore blot I Belunperias name * © 
It is my faulr, yot ſhe, that merirs blame. 
My feature is not to content her fighr': 
My wordsare rude, and worke herno delight : 
The lines I ſend her, are but harſh and ill, 
Such as coe drop from Pan and Mares quill : 
My reſents are not of ſufficient coſt, 
And being woerthlcfle, al! my labout 'sloft,” ws 
Yet might ſhee lone are for my valiaticie : 
I, but that's fl 1andered by Captiaitic, 
Yetmight ſhee loue-me to content her Sire : 
I, but her Reaſon maſters herdeſire. 
Yer might ſhec loue me, as her Brothers fricnd : 
I, but her hopes ayme at ſore other end, 
Yet might (hee loue ene, to vp-reare her ſtate : 
I, but perhaps ſhee lonesfome Nobler mate. _ 
Yet might ſhee lone mee as her Beautieschrall: 
I, but I foxes ſhee cannot loue atall. * 

Lor, My Lord, for my fake leaue theſe extalies, 4 
 Anddoubrt not but weele finde ſome remedy ; : 
Some cauſe there is, thar lers you not beloued ;  _ *. __ 
Firſt that muſt needs be Roto and then remoncd.. . 
W hat if my Siſter lone ſoche __ Knight? 
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- Bali, My Summers day will turne to Wantecrs nights 
"Ter, I hauealready found a ſtratagem, © | 
To ſound the bottome of this doabefulltheame.. . 
My Lord, for once you ſhall berul'd by me, 
Hinder me not what ere you heare or ſec : 

By force, or faire means, will I caſt about, 
To find the truth of all this queſtion our, _ Is 
Hoe, Pedringeno, Enter Pearingane. 

Ped, Signiour ? | 
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Lor, /ien que preſto, | F9J-Ih 
Ped. Hath your Lordfhip any ſeruice to command me ? 
Lor, 1 Pedringane, ſeruice of import. | 
And not toſpend the timeintrifling words, — 
Thus ſtands the caſe. It isnot long (thou knoweſt ): 
Since I did ſhield thee from my fathers wrath, 
For thy conueyance in Andreas lcue ; 
For which, thou wert adjudged to punifhment : 
I ſtood betwixt thee and thy puniſhment. 
And figce thoa know'ſt how I haue fauoured thee. 
Now to theſe fatours will adde reward, 
Not with faire words, but ſtore of golden Coyne, 
 AndLandsand Liuings ioyn'd with Dignitics, 
If thou but ſatisfie my juſt demand : 
Tellrruthyand have me for thy laſting friend, 
Ped. Whar cre it be your Lordſhip ſhall. demand, 
My bounden duty bids me tell the trath, 
Ifcaſe inmeit lies to tellthetruth. 
Lor, Then Pedringavo, this is my demaund, 
' WhomlJoucs my ſiſter Belimperia, 
For ſhee repoſcthall k«rtruſt in thee ? 
S>cake man, and gaine both friendſhip and reward : 
I meane, whom loucs ſhee in andreas place ? 
Ped, Alas my Lord, fince Don Andreas death, 
7 hauenocredit with her as before ; 
gar 1ace=aeen” Rnow Ar Whos loue or no. 
| » Nay it thou dally,then T am thy foe, Draws bis 
And feare ſhall force, what Rieodd comme Win ah 10 
Thy death ſhall bury whatrby life conccales;3 


Thou 
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Thoa dyeft for more eſteeming bor, then 
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Lor Yerſpea oh the rrath and Evi 
And ſhield thee from what cuer =O 
And will conceale what ere proccedes fromthee; 
But if thoudally @1ce againe,thou dycſt, _ 

Ped, If Madame Belswperia be1a loue.. 

Ler, What yillaine, Ifs and ands? - | 

Ped. Oh, ſtay my Lord : ſhee loues Horatio, 

Balthazer farts bake, 

Ler. W hat Don Horatio our Knight-Marſhals ſonne ? 

Ped. Eucn him my Lord.. 

Lor. Now ſay,but yo knowelt thouchar he is her Loue, 
Andthou ſhalt find me kind and liberall ? 
Stand vp. ſay, and feareleſſetell the cruth, | 

Ped. Shee ſent him Letters, which my ſelfe perus'd, 
Fall fraught with lines, andarguments of Loue, 
Preferring him before Prince Bahtbazar. 

Ler, Sweare onthis Croſſc,that what thon ſaycſt istrue ; F 
And that thou wileconceale what thou haſt told, 

Ped: 1 ſiweare to both, by him that made vs all: 

Lor, In bopethine Oathis true, heere'stchy reward : 
Bur if I prooue thee perjai*dand ynjuſts 
'- This Wo Ad yvhercoa thou took*f thine Oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy Tragedy. 

Ped, What I haue faid is true, and ſhall for me, 
Be ſtill conceal'd from Belimperia: 
Beſides, your Honours liberality 
Deſcrues my dutious ſeraice, euen till death. . - 

Loy, Letthis be allthatthou ſhalt doe for me: * 
Be watchfull when, ard where theſe Louersmect, - 
And giue me notice in ſome ſecret ſort. - 

Ped. 1 will, m Lord, | 

Lor. Thea thale thou find thatT am liberall : 
Thou know'ſt char I can more aduance thy Pate, 
Then ſhee ; be therefore wile, and faile me AO 5. 
Goc and attend her ,as thy cuftome is, . .. | 
Leſt abſence make her thinke thoudoſt amiſſe, Fvir Ped. 

C3 Why 
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Why ſo: Taw arms, quamingemo 
Where Words preuaile. not, Violence prevaile$t | 
But Gold doth more then either of them both. 

How likes Prince Balthazar of this ſtratagem ? 

Bal. Both well; and ill : it makes me glad, andad ; 
Glad, that [ know the hinderer of my 'Loue; © 
$49, that I feare ſhee Hates rhe whom I lone ; 

Glad, that I know on whom to be reuenged; - 
$19, that ſheele flic me, if I take renenge ; * 

Yet muiſt Itake reuerige, or dic my lelte, 

For Loue reſiſted, growes'impatient. 

I thinke Horatio be my deſtin'd plague : 

Firſt, in his hand he brand1ſhed a Sword ; 

And with that Sword, he fiercely waged Warre, 
And in that Warte, he gaue me dangerous wounds, 
And by thoſe wounds, heforced me to yceld, 

And by my yeelding, I became his {lane : 

Now in his mouth hecarries plealing words, 

W hich pleafing words, doc harbour fweet conceits; 
W hich {weet conceits, ſmooth Belimperias Eares ; 
And through her Eares, due downe into her Heart, 
And in her Heart ſets himy where T ſhould ſtand. 
Thus hath he tane my Body by his'torce, © © 

And now by fleight would captiazte my Soule : 

Bur in his fall, Ile remptthe Deftinies, | 

And either lofe'my lite, or win my Loue. | 

Loy. Let's goe (my Lord) our flaying ſtayesReuenge, 
Doe you but follow me, and gaine your Lone, 

Her tauour mult be wonne by hisremove.  _ Exennt.” 

| Enter Hoyntgo and Belinperia, 57 | 
| Hor, Now Madame, fince by faucur of your loue, 

Our hidden ſmoake istarn'd to open flame: 

And that with lookes and words we feed our thonghee, * 
(Two chietce contents) where more cannot be had : - 
Thus in the midſt of Lou=s faire blandiſhmenrs 
VV by ſhew you figne of inward languiſhments d 

WEE - edringans ſhewes all tothe Prince ana Lorenzo, 

- place them m ſecret, © 
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el. My heart (ſwcet friend) js like a Ship at Sea, 
Shee wiſhe 2h Port, where riding all at eafe, ”. vo 
Shee may repaire what ſtortny times have worue: I 
And leaning on the Shore, mayſing with ioy, ._-_ 
That pleaſure followes paine, and blifle, annoy, 
Poſſeſſion of thy Lone, is the onely Port, | 
W here in my heart wirh fearesand hopes long toft, 
Exch houre doth wiſh and long tomake reſott,”, ' © :* 
Thereon repaire the joyes that it hath loſt ; 

And firing fafe, to ſing im CupidrQuire, 
Thar ſweeteſt blifſe, is crowne of Loues deſire. 
| Balthazar and Lorenzo alone. 

Bal, Ohfleepe mine Eyes,ſce not my Loue prophan =—__ 
Be deate mince Eres, heare not my diſcontent ; 
Dye Hearty another joyes what thou deſerueſts... 

"Law. Watch ſtill mine Eyes, to ſee the Loue disjoye'd 3, T 
Heare ſtill mine Exres3to heare them both lanizne : 
Leaue heartto joyat fond Horatios fall. | 

Bel, Why ftands Horatio ſpeechlefſe all this while ?.. 

Hor, | The leſſe I ſpeake, the more I BY 

Bel. But whereon chicfly.doſt thou medirate? $31 

Hor. . On dangers palt, and pleaſuresto enſue. _ © 

Bal. Onplealures paſt, and dangers toenlue, . © 

Bel. What dangers and what pleaſuresdoſt thou meane? 

Hor, Dangers * Warre, and plcaſures of our: <a 

Lor. Dangers of death; but pleaſures none.at all, 

Bet. Let dangers $oE, thy warrc ſhall be with me: Wt 
But ſucha warring, dow ig ” age of Ro &# 

Speake thou fatre words, Ilecrofſe them cord. 
Send thou ſweet lookes, Ile meEct them gs p ſwcetlookss ;. FI? 
Wricelouing Lines, Ile anſwere loning Lines: ... Ws 
Giue me a kifſe, Ile countercheck thy Liſle: TRY | 
Be this our warring Peace, or peacefuull WAITE.) ... 

Hor, But gracious Madame, _ appoint tlie tial, 
V/ here triall of this warre ſhall firſt 43© Hh 

Bal, Ambitious villaine, how his batdneGe growes. 

Bel. Then by thy Fathers pleatant Bower,the Ficld . 
Where firſt we vogd our mutvall awity z 
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_ Aniworke it, if my counſaile raay preuaile. 
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The Court were dangerous, that place is ſafe : | 
Our h-ure ſhall be, when Yeſper gins to riſe, 
That ſummons home diſtcefied tranailers : - 
There none ſhall heare vs but the harmeleſle Birds ; 
Happily the gentle Nightingale 
Shall carrollys aſlcepe ere we be ware, 
And finging with the prickle at her breaſt, 
Tell our delight and ſportfull dalliance, 
Till then, each houre will ſceme a yeare and more. 

Hor. But Hony ſweer, and honourable Loue, | 
Returne we now itito your fathers ſight, 
Dangerous ſuſpition waits on cur delight. 

Lor. 1, danger mixt with icalous defpight, 
Shall ſend thy foule into eternall night.  Exennt. 
Emer King of Spaine, Portingale Embaſſader Don Cyprian, &c. 

' King, Brother of Caſtil, to the Princes lcue, 

Wha: tayes your daughter Belimperia ? 

Cip. Although ſhce coy ir, as becomes her kind, 
And yet diffemble that ſhee loues the Prince ; 
I doubt nar T, but ſhee will toope in time : 
And were thee froward, which ſhce will not be, - 
Yet herein ſhall ſhee follow my aduice ; 


Whichis, to loue him, or forgoe my lone. 


King. Then Lord Embaſſadour of Portingale, 


* Aduiſe thy Kingro make this mariage vp, 


For ſtrengthening of our late confirmed league ; 

I know no better meanesto make vs friends, 

Her Dowry ſhall be large and liberall: 

Beſides thar, thee is daughter and halfeHeire 

Vnto our brother heere, Don Cyprian," 

And ſhall enioy the moitie of his Land : 

He gracc her Marlage withan Vokles gift : 

And this jt is, (in caſe the match goe forward) 

The Tribate which you pay, ſhall be releaſt:: 

Andif by Belthazer ſhee haue a Sonne, . 

He ſhall enioy the Kingdome aſter vs. | 
Embaſ. Ile make the motionto my Souerajgne Liege, 


King. 
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Kine, Doe ſo (my and ifhe gine conſtne, | 
I hope is preſence nie honour us, 
In celebration of the Nuptiall day, - - | 
And let him determine of the time. +. a 
Em, Wilt pleaſe your grace command me oughtbeſide ? 
King, Commend meto the King; and fo farewell. ' 
But where's Prince Balthazar,to take his leaue ? 
Emb, That is perform'd already,my good Lord.” 
Kmg. Among thereſtof what you haue in charge, 
The Princes ranſome muſt not be forgot: 
That's none of mine,but his that tooke bim priſoner ; 
And well his forwardnes deſerues reward : 
It was Heorat+o,0ur Knight-Marſhals ſonne. 
Emb, Betweene us,there's a price already pitcht, 
And ſhall. be ſent with all convenient ſpeed. 
King. Then once againe farewell,my Lord. *' 
Emb, Farewell my Lord of Caftileand the reſt. Exit. 
King. Now brother, yoa mult take ſome little paine, 
To win faire Be/zmperia from her will : | 
Young Virgins muſt beruled by their friends: 
The Prince is amiable,and loues her well : 


= IfſhenegleR him,and forgoe his love, 

2 Sheboth will wrong her owne eſtate andoours ; | 

ZX© Therefore while I doe entertaine the Prince, x 
—= Withgreateſt pleaſares that our Court affords, 
*XE Endeavour youto win your daughters thought : | 
-X Ifſhe giuebacke all this will come to nought. Exeunt, 


\ 1. Enter Horatio,Bels ,and Pedringans, 

Hor, Now that the nike with ble wings, 

To over-cloud the brightnefſe of the Sunne, a 

| And that in darkenes res may be done : 

> Come &elimperia,tet us to rhe Bower, , Fl 

ZX And there in ſafety paſſe a pleaſant houre. \.\ 

— AZcl. I follow my Loue,and will nor backe, - 

Alchough my fainting heart controules my foule. + 
Hor, Why,make you doubt of Pedringavos faith 2 
Bel. Nogheis as truſty as my ſecond ſelte. . 

Goe Pedringane,watch without = gate, Par 
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and letis know if any makeapproch. J 3 
5 Ped. In ſtead of watching,1ledeſerue more gold, 
By fetching Don Lorexzo to chis match. | Exit P ed; | 
Hor, W hat meanes.my Loue e- 7 : 
* ' Bel. Jknow not what myſelfe':: - 
And yet my heart foretels me ſome miſchance,  _ 
| Hhr. Siweer,fay not ſo : faire Fortune is our friend; 
And Heaven hath ſhut up day,to pleaſore us. = j: 
The Stars (thcu ſeeſt) hold backe their twinckling ſhine, 
And Lana hides her ſelfe,to pleaſureus. 
_ - Bel, Thou haſt prevaild, le conquer my mi{doubtr, . - 
And in thy loue nd councell,drowne my feare : 
[ feare no more,loue now is all my thoughts. » 
' Why fir wenot? for pleaſare asketh cafe. . 
Hor. The more thouſitſt within theſe leavy Bowers, . 
The more will F/oradecke it with her Flowers. . 
Bel, \bur if Flora ſpic Horatio heere,.. 
Her jealous cye will thinke I fit too neere, - 
Her, Harke Madam,how the Birds record by night, . 
For joy that Belimperia ſits in fight;.. 
Fel. No,Cumadcounterfeits the Nightingale, . 
To frame ſweet Mufickec to Horatzos tale. 
Hor, Tf Cupid ſing, then Vexns is not farre : - 
I, thou art Venws,or ſome fairer ſtar, - 
Bel, TfL be Venms,thou muſt needs be Har: ; : 
And where Xars reigneth;there muſt needs be Warre. 
 » Her. Thenthus begin our wars ; put forth thy hand; 
Thar it may combate with my ruder hand. 
Bel. Set foorth thy foot, to try the puſhof mine. 
Her, But firſt my lookes ſhall combate againſt thine, 
Bel. Then ward thy {elfe,1.dartthiskifſe at thee, 
Hor, Thus I retumnethe dart thot threwſt at me. 
Bel. Nay,then to gaine theglory of the field, 
My pong armes ſhall yoake and make thee yeeld. : 
Hor. Nay, then mine armesare large and ſtrong withall:: 
Thus Elmes by Vines are compaſt,till they fall. 5 
Sel, Olet me goe,for in my troubled eyes, 
| Now may {t thoy read,that life in paſſion dyes. 


- 
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Hor, O ftay a while,and I will dye with thee, 
So ſhalt thon yeeld,and yer have conquered me. - 
Bel. Who's there; Pedringane ? We are betraid, 
Enter Lore, Baltha, Cerber, & Pedrin. diſguiſed, 
_ Lex, My Lord,away:;with her; T ake her aſide, 
O tir, forbeare ; your valonr 1s already tride. - © -: ©. 
Quickly diſpatch my Maſters. They hang him in the Arbour. 
Hor, W hat,will ye murderme ? 
Lox, | thus & thus;theſe are the fruits of loue.They fab bins 
Bel, ) faue his life, and let medie for him : 
O faue him Brother,ſauc him Balthazar ; 
I loved Horatio,but he loved not me, 
Bal. But Balthazar lones Belimperia. 
Lor, Although his life were ambitious proud, 
Yet js heat the higheſtnow heis dead. 
_ Bel. Murder,murder,helpeHieronemme,helpe.  _ 
Ler, Come,ſtop her mouth: away with her, - Zxennt. 
Enter Hierontmo in bu Shirt, 
Hier, W hat out-cry cals me from my naked bed, 
And chils my throbbing heart with trembling feare, 
W hich never danger yet could daunt before? 
W hocals Hieronimo ? ſpeake, here I am. 
I did not flumber,therefore *twas no.dreame. 
XZ No,no,ic was ſome woman cri'd for helpe, - 
= And herc within the Garden did ſhe cry, 
"EX And in this Garden muft I reſfwue her. 
XX Burt ſtay, what murdrous ſpeRacle is this ? 
A man hang'd up,andall the Murderers gone z 
And in my Bower,to lay the guilt on me? - 
This place was made for rlenſtre;not for death : - 
- | .  Heemts him downs, 
> Thoſe garments that he weares,I oft hane ſtene ; 
XZ Alas,it is Horatio my fweet ſonne+ / | 
Oh no, but he that whilome was my ſonne: _ 
' Oh was it thou that call'dit me from my bed ; 
Oh ſpeakegif any ſparke of life remaine: - .... 
I am thy father : who hath laine my ſonne?. | -- 
W hat ſavage Monſter,not of dns kind, 
| 2 
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Here hath biti glutred with thy harmelefſe blood, 
Andleft thybloody diſhonoured here, 
For me amidſt theſe darke and dearhfull ſhades, 
Todrowne thee with an Ocean of my teares ? 
Oh Heavens,why made yon night tocover ſinne? 
By day,this deed of darkeneffe had not binz 
Oh Earth, why didit thounot in time devoure 
The vile 6-057 Sons of this ſacred bower ? 
© poore Horatio,what hadſt thou miſdone, 
To loſe thy lite,ere life was new begun ? 
Oh wicked Butcher, what fo ere thou werrt, 
How couldſt thou ſtrangle Vertue and Deſert? 
Aye me moſt wretched, rhar haue loft my JoYs 
Inlceſing my Horatio my fweet boy. 
Enter Iſabella. 
Iſa. My Husbands abſence makes my heart to throb, 
Hieroximos, 
Hier. Heere Iſabolta,helpe me to lament, 
For ſighsare ſtopt,and ail my teares are ſpent. 
Ia. W hat world of griefe?*my fonne Horatio, 
Oh where's the authour of this endlefle woe ?- 
Hier, To know the anthour were ſome eaſe of griefe, 
For in revenge,my heart would fiade retiefe. 
1/a. Thenishe gone? and is my ſonne gone roo ? 
Oh guſh out teares,fountaines and floods of teares : 
Blow {ighes,and raife an eyerkſting ſtorme, 
For outrage fits our emfed wretchedyefſe. 
Aye me Hierozime,fweet Hugband: 
Hier. He ſupt with us tonight lickeand merry, 
And faid,he would goe vifit Balthazar, 
At the Dukes Pallace : there the Prince doch lodge. 
He had no cuſtome to ſtay our ſo late, 
He may be in his Chember ; fome goe ſee, Rederigo,Ho.. 
Enter Pedro,and Jaques, ' 
T/a. Aye me,he raues: fweet Hieronime. 7 
Flier, True,all Spaine takes nore of it. 
Beſides,he 1s fogeme 


beloved, 
His Majeſty hone other a7 did prachinm, 


With 
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With waiting oh his cup: theſe be favours  — 
W hich doe affare me that he cannot ke ſhore lived, 
- Sweet — . 
487, I wonder how this fellow ot q 
Sirha,firha, Ile know the truth of all . = — 
Taqnes,run to the Dake of (aſtsles preſently, 
And bid my ſonne Horatio to come home, 
I,and his mother hae had firange dreames to night : 
Doe you heare fir? Jaques, I fr. 
Hier. Well fir,begon : Pedys, come hither ; 
Knoweſt thou who this is ? 
Ped, Too well firs EY 
Hizr. Too well, who? who is it ? peace Tſabellg. 
Nay bluſh not man. | 
Ped, It is my Lord Hoy ates, 
Hier. Ha,ha,Saint James ; but this doth make melaugh, 
That there axe more deladed then my ſelfe, - . 
Ped. Delnded ? | | 
Hier, 1,1 would hane ſworne my ſelfe within this houre, - 
That this had bin my fonne Horatio, . 
His garments are fo like: ha,are they not great perſwafions ? 
Iſa. O would to Godirt were not (©. 
Hier, W ere nor 1/ab»{/a ? Doſt thon dreame it is ? 
Can thy ſoft bofome entertaine a thogght, 
Thar ſich a blacke deed of miſchiefe ſhould be done, 
On one ſo pure and fpotlefſe as onr ſonne ? - 
Away,lam aſhamed. (griefe, 
Iſa. Deare Hieronims, caſt a more ſerious eye upon thy - 
W eake apprehenſion gines bar weake beliefe, F 42 
Hier, It was a man fare that was hang*dup here, 
A youth,as I remember : I cur him downe, + 
If ir ſhould proone my ſonne gow after all, 
Say you,fay you : Itght;lend me a Taper ; 
Let me looke againe. | 
 O God; confuton, miſthieſe; tormenr,death and Hell, 
Drop all your ſtivgs at once in my cold boſome, 
\ "That now'is ſ{tiffe with horror ; kill me quickly : 
Be gracious to me,thou O__ night. 
3. 


And : 
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- And drop this deed of Murder downe on me, -* _ 
_* Gird in my waſt of griefe, with thy large darknes, 


And let menot ſuryine,to ſee the light, 
May put mein the mind I had aſonne. 
1/a. O ſweer Horatia, O my deareſt fone. 
Hier, How ſtrangely hadiI loſt my way togriefe! 
Sweet louely Roſe;ilt pluckt before thy time. ' 
Faire worthy Sonne,nor conquered, but betrayd : 
Ile kifſe thee now, for words with reares are ſtatd. 
1a. And lle cloſe up the glaſſes of bis ſight, 
For once theſe Eyes were chiefly:my delight. | 
Hier, Seeſt thou this hand-kercher belmeard with blood? 
It ſhall not from meztill I take revenge. | 
Secſt thou theſe wounds, that yet are bleeding freſh ? 
He not intombe them till I baue revenge : 
Then will I zoy amidſt my diſcontent; 
Till then,my forrowes never ſhall be ſpent. 
1/a. The Heavens are juſt, Murder cannot be hid : 


Times the authour both of truth and right, 


And time will bring this treachery to light. 

Hur, Meane while,good 1/abe#a,ceafe thy plaints, 
Or at the leaſt,diſſemble them awhile : 
So ſhall we ſooner finde the praRiſe out, 
And learneby whom all this was brought abour. 
Come 1/abe/{anow kr's take himup, _. T hey rake bins np. 
And beare him in,from qut thiscurſed place : | 
He fay bis Dirge,finging fits on this caſe. 

O aliquis raths quas prelchram ver educat herbas, 

Hieronimo ſets hu breft unto hu ſword. 

Aiſceat & noftra detur medicina dolors + 

eAnt þs qui fariunt annum cblimia ſHccos, 

Prebeat ipſe metum magnam quicungque per orbem, 

Gramina Sol pulchr as effecit in luminu or as, 

Tpſe bibam quicquid meditatnr ſaga venent, 

Lnuicqnid > ir avi evececa menia netlit, 

Ommia perpetiar letrins quogue dum (emel omni, © 


© Noſter im extinlo moriatur peftore ſenſu: : 


Ergo twos oculss nunqguam (mea vita) videbo, 
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Et tha perpetuns ſepelroit Inmind ſornnc.” 
- Emor ira tecum ſic, Sic jus ire ſub umbras, 

At tames abſiftam properato cedere letho, 

Ne mortem viaitta tuans tam unlla ſequatur. 

Here he throwes it from him,aud beares the body away. 
Andrea, | 

Broughteſt thou me hither,to increaſe my paine ? 
I lookt that Balthazar ſhould hane bin Nine: 
But tis my frieni4 Horatzo that is ſlaine : 
And they abuſe faire: Bel/imper:sa, . | 
On whom TI'doted more thenall the world, 
Becauſe ſhe loved me more then all the world. 

Revenge. 


Thou talkeft of the harveſt, when the Comes greene; . 


The end is growne of every -worke well done. 
The Sickle comes not till the Corne be ripe. 
Be ſtill,and cre I lead thee from this place, 
Ile ſhew thee Balthazar in heavy caſe, 


Acus Tertius: 


Exter V1 1ceroy of Portugal - Noebles, | 
Alexanare , Vulippo, 
Vice. | nts pens condition of Kings, 
Seated among ſo many helplefle doubts : - 

Firſt, we are plac'dupon extreameſt height, 

And oft ſupplanted with exceeding hare : 

Bur ever ſubje&t to the wheele of Chance ; 

And art our higheſt,never joy we ſo, 

As we both doubr and dread our overthrow. 

* So ſtriveth not the waues with ſimdry winds, . 

As Forrune toyleth in th'aftaires of Kings, 

That would be'fear'd, yet feare to be beloved, 

Sith fearc,or loue,to Kings is flattery : | 

For inſtance (Lordings) looke upon your King, 

By hate deprived of his deareſt fonne; | 

The onely hope of our ſaccefſine lives, 
Nob. Hades thought that Alſtxandror heart, 


Had bin invenom'd with ſach extreame hate : 
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'- Thar fained loue had coloured in his look es, 
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But now I ſee,that words have feverall works, 


An there's no credit in the countenance, | 
71. No,for (my Lord) had you beheld the traine, 


When he in Campe,conforted Belthazar, 

Far more inconſtant had you t the Sunne, 

Thar hourely coaſts rhe Cearer © the earth, 

Then Alexandros parpoſe to the Prince. Ib; 
| Vice. Nomore Vllippo,thon haſt faid enough, 


And with thy words, thou flayeſt our woundeſt thoughts : 


Nor ſhall 1 longerdally with the world, 


'Procraſtinating A/exaxaros death : 


Goe ſome of you and fetch the Trayrtotf forth, 
That as he is condemned, he may dice. © _ 
Enter Alexandro,with a Noble-man,and Halberts. 
Nobl. Infach extremes, will nought but patience ſerue? 
Alex. Burt in extreatnes,what patience {hall I uſe ? 
Nor diſcontents it me toleaue the world, 
With whom there nothing can prevaile but wrong. 
Nobl. Yet hope thebek. 
Alex, *Tis heaven is my hope, | 
As for the Earth,itis too much infeRted, 
To yeeld me hope of any of her mould. 
Vice, Why luger ye? bring forth that daring fiend, 
And let him die for his accurſed deed. 
Alex, Not that I feare the extremity of dearh, 
(For Nobles cannor yy to ſervile feare) 
Doe I (O King) thus difconrenred live. 
But this,O this torments my labotring ſoille, 
That thus I dye ſuſpeRed ofa finnc, 
W hereof,as Heayens haue knowne my ſecret thoughts, 
So ant I free frem this ſuggeſtion, .. - 
Fice. No more 1 ſay tothe tortutes, when ? 
Binde him,and burne his body in thoſe flames, 


That ſhall prefigure thoſe unquenched fires 


Of Phlegeron,prepared for his ſoule. 


Alex, My guiltlefſe death will be aveng'd on thee, 


- » 


They binde him to the flakg. 


On 
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; Oathee 7/:l5ppo,that hath malic'd thus; 
Oc ofthy meed;haft' falſely meacus'd; © | 
Vil. Nay Alexandro,if thou menace me, 
Tle lend a hand to fend thee to the Lake, 


W here thoſe thy words ſhall periſh with thy Jae : 


Injurious Traycour,choaroas homicide; 


Emb, Stay,holds while; and here (v Gl op ata 
Majeſty) lay (iy upon YVillippe,  \'* 
Vit. Embaſladour , what tewes hath 
” Emb. Know my Soycraigne,chat Balrhaz.or doth 
Vice. W bat fayelt tho ; hah en 
Emb, Your hnefſe ſoune L. mn ks, 
And well i dinthe-Conrt of 3p Soba 


Humbly commends him t6 rin drab es 
Thele eyes beheld,and theſe my followits.” 
With chele the pon of the Kings commend. 


Gines hiy Lettert, | 
Are happ witnefſe of his Highnefſ: bealch, | 


The King leokes onvhe' Letters and proceeds, . 
Vice. Thy Sonnt doth line, your Tribute # receiv d 
T hy peace 1d made, ani we ave fu lecriprr? | 

Thereſt reſolne upon,ai's 


For both our bonours and thy Wopees 
1-160; Thijeark A pre kd 


"1" Cinerhim more Letters. 

Vice. Acgnofed wretchgoimimute theſe les. 
Againft the lifexmid reputation 
Of noble eAlexandro': Oni 
Let him unbind thee,thaths rod, 
To make a quitall for thy diſcsneenr. 


Mg tebiads him, | 
Alex. Dread L ord,in'kindyefſ you could doe nolele, 


V pon report of ſuch «damned fact : 

Mam aun Fee our ini hath faved * 

The hopelefle life km r Vallijpe cg I 

By th lanwelticg] to have mafficred. * , 
Tee Say faſe'  ——_—_ thouthus? 


— —2 <> w_ 


, 
- 
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Falſely betray Lord Alexandros life $3ett 26113,90h i 6 DOT OD 
Him whom thou knoweſt,that-no unkiatiteſſ iſe, N00 
But even the ſlaughter of our deareſt.ſonhe; ++). vo [0 
Could never once oveduts,to haue mlopaoiedd. 

Alex, Say (treacherous//olippd,) tell the King :' 

Or wherein hath Alexandre uy'd chee HR. 

Vil. Rent with remembrance df ſofaule a teed, Tons 
My gwilrfull foule fubmics-me to thy ok wilere? nh 
For,not for Alexaxdrot wjuries,:+:; \ 1 SOIC HAUL 
But for reward,and hope to be pre fer'd: 
Thus have 1 ſhatnclefly } hazarded hislife. | 

Vice,” W hich yillain illaine;ſhallbe rapſotm dwichthy death. 
And not 6 HIcangs tormentjas.welkere::n 7 wo! 
Devis'd fot him,who thou id flew pur: ſormo 3:11 |! ; 
= with re birrerſt oy wo extredmies, 10102 arias j! 

at may be yet inv ar thine end; Alex, ſermerts in- 
Intreat me not,goe pie Traytor hence : h Exit Vil. 
Agd lexandrg,letus honour thee, 


ith publique nol thy.loyaltys/!%o 2am i hned 27 
To end thoſe thirigs ere. \ avi? WV 


J 
| 

: 

$ 
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Of mine, but now no more my ſonne, 

Shaltunrevealed,and 
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T he Spaniſh Tragede, 
Solicite me,for naticeofhis dearh,” 0 * 
The ougly Fiends daedallyfoorthy a : 
And frame my ſteps to unfrequented\pathy,” © 
And feare my. heart with fierce inflamed chonghs 
The cloudy Day, my Diſcontenr records, 
Early begins to regiſter my;Dreames, "Il 
And driue me foorth to ſeakewhe Sian” 


Eyes,Life, W orld, Heavens, Hell; Night;atid Day, Bi 1 


Sec, ſearch, thew, ſend ſome man, 


Some meane that may. 14 leteer falleth,” 
What's here,a Lerter? eaſh,ir 1 Is not = $) 07 31th » 
A Letter written to Hieronims. 7a as. 


For want of Inke yeceiwe this blook gw hie 
Me hath my hapleſſs Brother hid ther's 
- Revenge thy ſelfe on Balthazar aud him : 
For theſe were they that murdered hy anne,” 
Hieronimo,revenge Horatios death,”. 

And better far then Belimperiadorh," EE 
W hat meanes this Miracle > LYV - 
My ſonne ſlaine by Lorexzoand we wah "AGE 
W hat cauſe had they Horgtioto maligne? 
Or what might moone thee Belimeperia, 
To accuſe thy Brother ? Had he bin —_— 
Hegponm beware,thowart berrayd, - 

to intrap thy life,this traines laid: / © 

Adviſe thee therefore, benot credalous; | ' ' 
This is deviſed to endanger thee, 
That thou by this, Lorenzo ſhouldſt accuſe z 
And he for thy diſhonour dong,ſhould: draw /'' | 
queſtion;andthy.name in hate. | 
e was \clifeof my. beloved ſoune, OO 1 
'And of his death behooyes mebe reveng'd: | | 
Then hazard not thine owne-Hierovime, 
But live to effec thy reſolution : 1+ 


] therefore will by: chaualiacrt ery, | 


W hart I can EN to firme this'Wrat; | | * 5 
And hearkenneere _—_— Coſhlenhonle, 


Cloſeif I cngwich Behpri. 29: 
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To liſten more; but noting to bewray.” 
Enter Pedrivigane, 


Hier. Now Pedringano, 
; Ped, Now Hier omemo. 

Hier, W here's thy Lady ? 

Ped, I know not : tran) 07 ef 290 | 

Enter Lorenzo, (ON | DIP. 

Lor. How now, whe?s this, Hier owin ? —_— 

Hier. My Lord. 

Ped, Heackerh for my Lady Belimperix, 

Lor. What to doe, Hieronme? The Duke my cher ith 
Vpon ſome di ar romooved her HUNE | YETT0LN © 
Bur ifir be ought I may infortacher of, wank 
Tell me Hieroneme, Heletierknghqe) EE DEID 

Hier, Naygn ay (any Lord)1 thankeyou,it ſrt nor need, 
I had a Suit unto Her, but toe fate, | et 
And her diſgrace makers mormforrimate. OIL v9 | 

Lor. W y ſo Hierevins? af ind. on dia huge;y Þ 

Hier, Whoyou,ahy:Lbr427 50/150 #17 = hot 7610 VT 
I reſerue your favour for « grearer honour. | "ou 
This is a very toyamny Lord atoy, ' - 

Lor. All's one Hieronrmeo,acquaint Ns 

Hier. Y faith my Lord;tisanjdle thing T muſt confeſſe, 
I ha bin too ome rardyeomremfſe unto your Honor, 

Lor. How now Hierontnus?' ': 


Hier. In troth my Lord;irisa thing of nothing ; 


The —_— of a ſonne,or ſo2' 

A thing of not my Lord. 
= 
Hier. My qricfomadaieg 
Loy. Come hither 


Ped. M to. 
Lov. This is that damned villaine Serberine, 
hr _ | Tar ape revead Movatios death; a 
D late | 
And lince, hath wt: empary. vol] c 4 
Lor. Admit hehave wot, ons tach, | 
As fearc or rn words Na 


I know 


* S. 1 q 
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Thar ere I us'd hig\gh this | 4 
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Bal. Betrayd, Lorenzo? rafh it canngt be. |; 

Lor, Aguilty Conſcienceurgedwith the chought 
Of formex evi tannoterre:; | 
Tam nerfernded,and diſſwade me not;- >: 
That all's revealed to Hieronimoy. | 
And therefore know;that Thaue caſt itthus. Exter Page. 
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Page He Sat ſeoppirkdod6e ears: 9: 

Loy, W ho? ASVOTY Bhi by _ 

Page Pearinganols: © oil oil 9 Ek xl es It ©! LV 

Bal, 1,Serberiy: ſane coeds Lo eh 
Injurious Villaine, murderer of his/Friend.: 

Lor, Hath P po IE pr TIA Serberin' K 
My Lord jar aom 
To exaſperate and haftrh gu borinmo>: | ng7 

With os cmpliwdded Wing 0. qc we £ 

This their difſention breeds Tobin s 

Bal. Afure thec Dos Lormeo;he fhall diey': 
Or elſe his Highneffe hardly fhati deny.) * 
Meane while, Ile haſte'thie Seffions* 
Fordie-ic ſhall for this his dxanioabdeed. !- 
+ Lor, Why ſo,thigfit bit formerpolicy,' A L 
Agd thei experience biletiowiihre decor” OH Me 
Thy the plot,he pr 97697 
I ſet the tr 
And ſeeſt . 
Thus hopefilll men hemento hoſdchrir dmc; 1 org; hn A 
Muſt looke like Powletsroeheir deatdft ribndsg: \'/ [nh 
Herunnes to kit; whowtThane hopets archy!”” 2 2MO" "tv vt 
And no thiity Rio Wek ie wk hy ranching ferchl)7 -0 50 
Tiokard to eruft ans FaORInIN! 1 Th. 261; Pap : 7-6 J i.- gr 

any one mire'5pittion} CIISEIHY Hg + IRC DIOUT \; | Rf 
When A es nd Bey £.J eairuoT 


LA ks 


% a 
= =. 
; ' , 
Ay 44 wo # - 


V4 


AMIE 


Thes paniſh Tragedie a 
Enter 4 Meſſenger with @ Letter; 
Loy. Boy. reg WW # "eu I 

Page My Lord. 

Lor. What's he ? 

Mefe, T hae a Lerterto your Lordſhip; 

Lor, From whence? + 

Meſ. From Pedringano,that's impriſoned, 

Lor. So, he is impriſoned then? 

Me. 1, my good Lord. 

Lor, What would he with us? 
He writes us here,7's fand good L, & helpe himin diffires,oc 
Tell him,I haue his Letters,know his minde ; | 
And what we may,let him aflure him of. 
Fellaw be gane,my boy ſhall follow thee. Exit Me. 
This workes like waxe z yet once more try thy Wits. 
Boy,goe,convey thispurſe to Pedringens, 
Thou knowelt the Priſon,cloſely giueit him, 
And be advis'drhatnone be there about : 
Bid him be merry ſtill, but ſecret ; | 
And though the Marſhals Seflions be to day, 
Bid him net doubt of his delivery ; 
Tell him,his Pardon is already fign'd : 
And thereon bid him boldly be refoly4d: 
Por were he ready to be turned oft, 
(As tis my will the uttermoſt be tride) 
Thou with his Pardon ſhalt attend him full ; 
Shew him this Box, tell him his Pardons in't 
Bur open't not,and if thou loveſt thy life ; } _. 
Butlet him wiſely keep his BODrt WED WAGs 0] 
He ſhall not want while Dex Lorepys lives : AWAY. 
Page 1goe (my Lord) 1 rune, .. Ext Page, 
Ler, But ſirha, ſee that this be cleanly doue. 
Now ſtands our Fortyne on a tickle poynt, 
And now or never,ends Lorenzog doubts 3. 
One onely thing is uncffefted yer, 
'And that's to {ee the Execytioner, © 
Bur to what end? liſt nor to truſt the Ayre 
With utterancs of our pretence — 


For 
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For feare the a ela: ofthe winde, 
Convey our wordsamongſt unftiendly cares, 
That lie too open to advantages, 
Et quel que voglia, il yeſſum le [a, 
Intendo jo quel mi baſſara, | | Exit, 
Enter Boy with the Bog, Me 

Boy. My Maſter hath forbidden me to looke in this Box, 
& by my honeſty tis likely,if he had not warned me,1 fhouid 
not haue had ſo much idle time: for we Men-kind in our mi- 
nority , are like women in their uncertainty grhat they are 
moſt forbidden,they will ſooneſt attempt : ſo I now.By my 
bare credit, here's nothing but the bare empry boxe : were it 
gor.ſin againſt Secrecy , I would fay it were a piece of Gen- 
tleman-like knavery:I maſt go to Praringens, & tell him his 
Pardon is m this box ; nay,I' would haue fiworne it,had I'not 
ſcene the contrary; Tcannot chuſe but ſmile, ro thinke how 
the villaine will out the Gallows, ſcorne the Audience, and 
deſcant on the Hang-man ; and all preſuming of his Pardon 
from hence. Wilt not bean odde jeſt\, for me to Rand and 
grace every jelt he makes, pointing my finger at this Box, as 
who ſhould fay,moeck on, here's thy warrant? 7ſt nota ſcur- 
vy jeſt,rhata man ſhould jeſt himſelfe rodeath? Alas poore 
Pedringano, am ina fort forry for thee ; but if I ſhould be 


hanged with thee, 7 con|d not weepe: Exit. 


Enter Hierontmo and the Deputy, 

Hier, Thus muſt wetoyle in other mens extreames, 
That know not how to remedy ourowne ; - 
And doe them Iuſtice,when unjuſtly we, 
For all our wrongs,can compaſſe no redreſſe, 
Bur ſhall 7 neverlive to ſee the day, 
That I'may come by Juſtice (of the Heavens) * 
To know the cauſe,that may my cares allay ? 
This toyles my body,this conſamerh age, 
Thar onely I,to all men juſt muſt be, 
And neither Gods nor Men be juft to me. . 

Deps. Worthy Hieronimo,your Ojhce askes- 
Acare to puniſh fuch as doe tranſgrefſe, 
Hier. Solt my duty to regard his death; - : 
Who 
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Who when helived,deſerv'd my deareft blood: 
Bur come,for that we came for : let's begin, 
For here liesthat,which bids me to be gone. 
Enter Officers,Boy & Pedringano with a Letter 
i his hand, bound. 
Depn, Bring foorth the Priſoner, for the Court is ſet- 
Ped. Gramercie Boy : bur it wastime tocome, _ 
For I had written to my Lord anew, 
A nearer matter thar concerneth him, 
| For feare his Lordſhip had forgotten me: 
Bur (ith he hath remembred me fo well : 
Come,come,come 0n,when ſhall we to this geare? _ 
Hier. Stand foorth thou Monſter, Murderer of men, 
And here for ſatisfaction of the world, TO 
Confeſle thy folly,and repent thy fault ; 
For there's the place of execution, 
Ped. This is ſhort warke : well,to your Marſhalſhip. 
Firſt,I confeſſe, (nor feare I death therefore) 
I 21 the man, 'twas I ſlew Serberene. | 
z3ut {ir,then you thinke this ſhall be the place, 
W here we ſhall atisfie you for this geare ? 
Dep; I , Pearingant. IT 
Ped. No, I thinke not fo. 
Hier, Peace impudent,for thou ſhalt find it fo, 
For blood with blood, ſhall (while 1 fit as judge) 
Be farisfied,and the Law diſcharg'd. 
And though my ſelfe cannot receive thelike, 
Yet will I ſee that others have their righr. 
Diſpatch,the fault approoved,and confeſt ; . 
And by our Law,he is condemn'd to die. Enter Hangman. 
Hang. Come on (ir, are you ready ? | 
Ped, To doe what ? my fine officious knaue. - 
Hang. Togoe ta this geare, _ - / efreſd; 
Ped. O fir,you are too forward; thou wouldſt faine fur- 
niſh me with a halter,todisfumiſh me of my Habite : 
So 1 ſhould goe out of this geare my Ratment , into that 
geare the Rope : of | 
' . But Hang-man,now / ſpie you knavery ; Ile not change 
| 2 


with- 


"3. "ww - tee <8" ld” "8 


Heng. 1marry fir,thisis agood motion : My Maſters, you 
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without boots, that's flat. | 


Hang. Come fir. 
Ped. Sothen,T muſt up ? 
Hang. No remedy. OSD. 
Ped. Yes;but there ſhall be for comming downe : : 
Hayp. Indeed her@'s a remedy for that. 
Ped, How,tobeturned off? 
Hang. 1truly. Come,are you ready ? 
I pray you fir diſpatch, the day goes away. 
Ped. W hat,doe you hang by the houre? if you do,I may 
chance to breake your old cuſtome, 
Hayg. Faith yon hane'no treaſon , for I amlike to breake 
your young necke. | 
Ped. Doeſt thou mocke me, Hang-man? Pray God I be 
not preſerved to breake your knaves pate for this, 
Has, Alas fjr,you are a foot too low to reach it: & I hope 
vol will never grow fo high, whiles I am in the Orlice, 
Ped. Sirra,doſt ſee yonder Boy with the Box in his hand? 
Hang. W hatyhe that points to it with his finger ? 
Ped. 1, that companion,- ' 
Hang. I know him nort,but'whar ofhim ? ' 
Ped. Doeſt thou thinketoliye till his old Doublet will 
make thee anew Trufle ? | 
Hang. 1,and many a fajreyereafrer, to trufle up many an 
honeſter man, then either thoi,or he. 
Ped, W hat hath he in his Box,as thou thinkeſt ? 
Hang. Faith, T carnot teſl, nor T care not greatly, 
Me "Tc wah ſhould rather hearken to your ſoules health, 
Ped, W by firta Hang-man,] take it, that that isg00d for 
the body , is'likewiſe good for the Sonle : and it may be, in 
that Boxe is Balme for both. ci 
Hang. Well, thonart even the merrieſt piece of Mans- 
Keſh,thar evergroan'd at my Office doore. 
" Ped, Ts your rogary become an'ortce with a'knaues name 
Haxg. 1,and that ſhallall they witnefſe, that ſee ycu ſeale 
irwitha Theevesname. EGGS 5 
Ped. I prethee requeſt this good company'ro pray for me. 


ſee 
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ſee gt a good fellow, 
- Ped, Nay, nay, now I remember me, letthem 
fome othertime ; for now I hane no great need, OB 
Hiey, Thane not ſeene a wretch {6 impudent. 
O monſtrous times, where Murder's ſet lighe ; 
And where the Soule,that ſhould be ſhrin'd in heaven, 
Solely delights in interdied things, 
Still wandring in the thorny paſſges, 
Thar intercepts it ſ{elfe of happinefle. 
Murder,O bloody Monſter ; God forbid, 
A fault fo foule,ſhould ſcape unpuniſhed. 
Diſpatchand fee the Execution done, 
This makes me to remember thee,my ſonne, Exit Hier, 
Ped, Nay ſoft,no haſte, 
Dep. W hy,wherefore ſtay you? Haue you hope of life ? 
Ped, Why I. 
Hang. As how ? * __ 
Ped. Why Raſcall,by my pardon from the King. 
Hang. Stand you on that? then you ſhall oft with this. 
He turnes him off. 
Deps, So Executioner,convey him hence z 
But let his body be unburied : 
Let not the Earth be choaked,or infet 
With that, which Heaven contemncs,and men neglect. | 
Exennt, 
Enter Hieronime, 
Hier. W here ſhall I runne to breath abroad my woes, 
My woes, whoſe weight hath wearied the earth? 
Or mine Exctaimes, that haue ſurcharg'd the Ayre ; 
W ith ceaſelefle Plaints,for my deceaſed Sonne : 
The bluſtring W inds, conſpiring with my words, 
At my lament, have mooy'd the leafelefle trees; 
Diſroab'd the Meadowes of their flowred greenc, 
Made Mountaines Marſh, with Spring-tide of my teares: 
And broken through the Brazen gates of Hell. 
Yet ſtill tormented is my tortured Soule, 
With broken ſighes,and reſtleſſe paſſions, 


That winged mount and hovering in the ayre ; 
| F 3 But 
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But at the windowes of the brighteſt Heavens, 
Soliciting for juſtice and revenge: 
But they are plac'din thoſe Imperiall heights, 
W here,countermur'd with walles of Diamond, 
I find the place impregnable : and they 
Reſiſt my woes,and giue my words n0 way. 
Enter Hangman with a Letter, 
Han, O Lord fir,Gog blefſe you ſir; the man ſir, Petergaa, 
Sir,he that was ſo full of merry concetts. 
Hier, Well, whar of him? 
Haz, O Lord fir,he went the wrong way;the fellow had 
a faire Commitſsion tothe contrary. Sir, herc is his Paſporet ; 
I pray yon fir, we haue done him wrong. 
Hier, T1 warrant thee,give it me. 
on. You will ſtand betweene the Gallowes and me? 
wr, 1,L. 
Hang, I thanke your L, Worſhip. Exit Hang, 
Hier, And yet,though ſomewhat neerer me concernes, 


I will to caſe the griefe that I ſuſtaine, 


Take truce with forrow, while 1 read on this, 


My Lord,l rrite.as my extreames require, 
That you wonld labour my delivery : 
Sf you neglett,my life u defperate, 
And in my death,l ſhall reveale the truth : 
You know (my Lord) [ ſlew him for your ſake z 
And was confederate with the Prince and yon, 
Wonne by rewards,aud hopeful promiſes, 
I _ to murder Don Horatio toe, 
Holpe he to murder mine Horatie, 
AudaCtors in th'accurſed Tragedy ? 
Waſt thou Lorenzo,Balthazar,and thou, 
Of whom my ſonne,my ſonne deſerv'd fo well ? 
V hathque I heard ? what have mineeyes beheld? 
Oſacreg Heavens,may it come tO paſle, 
That ſuch a monſtrous and deteſted deed, 
do cloſely ſmotherd,and ſo long conceald, 
Shall thus be thus revenged, or reveald : 
Now ſee I what, I durſt not then ſuſpect, 


, Ls.. , That 
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That Beliwperia Letter was not fain'd : 
Nor Fined the;tho falſely the ta 
tely they hage wrong'd 

Both her,my ſelfe, Horatio,and themſelues 3 
Now may I make compare twixt hers and this, 
Of every accident, nere could find, 
Tiltnow,and now I feclingly perccive 
They did, what heayen unpuniſht Chonld nor leave. 

O falſe Lorenzo arc theſe thy flattering lookes? 

Ts this the honour that thou didſt my ſonne?. 

And Balthazar,bane to thy ſoule and me? 

W as this the ranſome he refery'd for thee? 

W oe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained Warres ; 

W oe to thy baſenefſe,and captivity. - 

W oc to thy birth,thy body,and thy ſoute, 

Thy curſed father,and thy conquered ſelfe, 

And band with bitter execrations be, 

The day and place where he did pitic thee. 

Bur wherefore waſte I mine unfruicfall words, 

W hen nought but blood will fatisfie my woes ? 

I will goe plaine me to my Lord the Kive, - 

And cry alowd for juſtice through the Court, 

W earing the Flints with theſe my withered feer, 

And either purchaſe Tuftice by intreats, 

Or tyre them all with my revenging threats. - Exit, 

Enter. Iſabella,aud her /Mayd. 

1/a. So that you fay this hearbe will purge the eyes, 
And this the head : ah,but none of them wil purge the heare: 
No there's no Medicine left for my Diſeaſe, 

Nor any Phificke to recure the Dead, She runs Lunaticke, 

Heoratio,O where's Horatio ? ; 
Maid, Good Madame,affiight not this your ſelfe, 

W ith outrage for your ſonne Horatzo ; 

He ſleepes in quiet in the Elizian fields. 

1/a. W hy,did I not give you gownes,andgoodly things? 
Boughtyoua Whiſtle,and W hipftalke too, 

To be revenged on their villanies ? 

Maid, Madam,theſe humours doe torment my ſoule.” - 

 J/a. My ſoule,poore ſoule; thou calkit of things | 


Tho knoweſtnot what,my ſoule hath filver wings, 
That mounts me upunto the higheſt heavens : 
To Heaven,I there fits my Herarzo, 
Back'd with a troupe of fiery Cherubins, 
Dauncing about his newly healed wounds, | 
Singing {weet Hymnes, and chaunting heavenly notes; 
Rare Harmony to greete his innocency, 
'That liv'd ; 1,died a Mirror in our dayes. 
But ſay,where ſhall I finde the Man,the Murderers, 
That flew Horatio ? W hither ſhall I runne 
To find them out,that murdered my Sonne ? E xeunt, 
Belimperia at a window, 

Bel. W hat meanes this outrage that is offered me ? 
\W hy am I thus ſequeſtred from the Court? 
No notice; ſhall I not know the cauſe, 
Of theſe my ſecret and ſuſpitious illes ? 
Accurſed Brother,unkind Murderer, 
W hy bendſt thou thus thy mind to Martyr me? 
Hieronimo,why write I of thy wrongs? 
Or why art thou fo ſlacke in thy revenge ? 
»Andrea,Q Andres ! that thou ſaweſt 
Mee,for thy friend Horatio handied thus ; 
And him for me,thus cauſelefle murdered. 
Well. force perforce,I muſt conſtraine my ſelte 


mY 


"To paricnce,and apply me to the time, 


Till Heaven (as 1 baue hoped) ſhall ſer me free. 
Enter Chriſtophel, 
Chriſ. Come Madame &9/imperce,this mult not be. 
Enter Lorena, Baltharar and the P ago. 

Ler. Boy, ralke no further,thus faxre things goe well, 
Thou art aſſured that thou aweſt him dead? 

Pag. Or elſe (my Lard)T line pot. 

Lor, That's cnough, 
As for his reſolution in his end, 


Leave that to him with whom he ſojeurnes now :: 


Heere take my Ring,and gine it. C &, 
And bid him let __ 2h ance 
And ring her kither ſtraight, 


'TRis 


This that I did, was for zpoficie,” 70S Pfoninr 
To ſmoothe and keepe e marder ſecret, - velry: | 


W hich as a nine daies wonder;being ore-blowne” 
My gentle faſter wilt now inlirge. 015 7B F042 


Bal. And time-Lorenzs formy Lord the Duke: ©. 


You HL RY for bt yeſter-nighr. wet Ty © 

Lor. Why? and my Lord(Thope) art me 
Swhcient reaſon, why ſhe k by Pe us {9 vi oy, 
Bar that*sall one; (My Lord) you love her? © 

Bal, TI. 

Lor, Thenin your love beware,deate cunningty, 
Salue all ſaſpirions,onely ſooth me pp: = ; 
And if ſhe hapto ſtand on tearmes with us, 

As for her Sweet-heart,and conceatement'fo ; 
Ieſt with her gently : under fained jeſt, 
Are things conceald,thar elſe would breed unreſt ; 
But here ſhe Fo FI 
| . Enter Belimperia, HIS 

Lor. Now Siſter? At ou"; 59g 

Bel. Siſter : No,thou art no brother,bur an enemy : 
Elſe wouldſt thou not have us'd thy ſiſter fo ; 

Firſt,to affright me with thy weapons drawne; 
And with extreames abuſe my company; 

And then to hurry me like whirte-winds rage, 
Amidſt a crew of thy confederates, 

And clapt me up where none might come-at me, 
Nor I at any,to revealte my wrongs. 

W hat madding firy did poſſefſe thy wir? 

Or wherein iſt that Toftended thee? 

Ler. Adviſe you berter Belimper:a. 

For I have done you no difparagement : 
Vnleſſe by more diſcretion then deferved, 
I ſought to fave your honour,and mine owne. _ 

Bel. Mine honour ? Why Zorenzo,whercin ift, | 
That I negle& my repatarionfo,  . . _. 
As you,or any nced to refcue jr? © NE 

Lor, His Highnefſe,and my Farther were refalv'd, 
To.come conferre with old ps 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie, © 


Concerning certaine matters:of Eſtate, . , ,. |; 

That by the Viceroy was determined... |. | 
Bel, And wherein was mine honour fouch'd in that ? 
Bal, Have patience Belimperia,heare the reſt, 

Lor. Me (next in ſight) as meflenger they ſent; 

To givehim notice that they were {onigh, 

Now when I came cpnſorted with the Prince, 

And (unexpected) inan Arbour there, 

Found Belimperia with Horatio, 

Bel. How then? 
Ler. W hy then,remembring that old diſgrace, 

W hich'yon for Don Anarea.had-endur'd, 

And now werelikely longer to fuſtaine,. , 

By being found ſo.meanely accompanied : 

Thought rather, (for I know no readicr meane) 

To thruſt Horatio foorth my fathers way. 

Bal. And carry you obſcurely ſomewhere elſe, 

Leſt that his Highnes ſhould. have found you there, 

Bel. Even fo (my Lord) and you are witneſle; 

T hat this .is trac which-he entreateth oft, | 

You (gentle Brother) forged this for my fake ; - 

Andyou (my Lor1) were made his-inſtrument ; 

A worke of worth, worthy the noting too. . 

Burt what's the cauſe that yeu conceald me {znce ? 

Lor, Your melancholy (Siſter) fince rhe newes 

Of your firſt favourite Don. Andreas dearh, 

My Fathers old wrath hath exaſperate. oY 
Bal. And better walt for you (being in diſgrace) , . 

To abſent your ſelfe,and give his fury, plate. | 
Bel. Bur why had I no notice of hisire? 

Lor. That were toadde more facll tothe fire, . 

W ho burnt hike &tna,for Andreas lofſe, 

Bel, Hath not my father then enquir'd for me? 
Lor, Silter,he hath,and thug.excus'd I thee. . , 
He whiſpereth in her egre..._ _ 

But Belimperia,ſce the gentle Prince, |... 

Looke on thy Love,vehold young Balthazar,,, ,. 

W hoſe paſſions by thy preſence,are jncreaſt; ,_ 
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The Spaniſh Trazeat, 
Andin whoſe melancholy,thou nayſt ſee 
Thy hate, his love ; thy hr, his following thee? 
Bel. Brother, you are becomean Oratour, 0: VIA 
I know not L,by what experience; 77 GIVE | 
Too politique for me,paſt all compare, 
Since laſt I ſaw you; but —_ your ſelfe, 
The Prince is meditating higher things. | 
Bal. Tis of thy beautie . ary, an Ks: wal 


Of thoſe thy Trefles,Ariadnes twinnes, 
W herewith my Libertie thou haſt ſirpriz'd : 
Of that thine Ivorie front,my forrowes Map, 
W hetein I ſee no haven toreſt my hope. 
Bel. Toloveand feare and both at once My: Lord, 
' Tn my conceit,arethings offizore i import, as 
Then Womens wits are tobe buſted with. 
Bal. TisI that lone, - 
Bel. Whom? © 
Bal. Belamperia. 
Bel, But Lthat fears. aaa Loud 
Bal, Whom? rs Fs. Leto 
Rel. Belimperia, "| | © den iba Sena tx mirct 
 Lor, Feare yout ſelfe? 
Bel. TBrother, © 6 


Lor, How? | hdres: 

Fel. As thoſethat when they hvelate loath, and fore to 

Bal. Then faire,let Balthazar your keeper be. © (bofe. 

Bel. Balthazar doth feare as well as we; © 
Eft tremuls me tni pavidem junxere Fa 5k 
Er vanum ftolide proditions opus, Ext. 


Lor, Nay,and you erquorhngs omni ſo cantiingly, . 


Weele goe continuethts | 
Bal. Led by che Load-ar of ig heavenly wake. 
Wendes poore oppreſſed'Balthez4r, 1 9EErTE 
As ore rad Mountaines walkes the wanderer, amb. F 
Incerraine te effeR his Pilgrimage. - "Eonn 
Enter two P ortingales,and Hoey oitaly meets them 
x Byyour leave fir. £294 
Hier, Tis neitheras you thinke,not as you thinke, - 
baA G 2 Nor 
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| He hadnot ſcene they backs! of niferecncytere, 


| Well, Heaven is 


and things lled yrkippes, - 


We I pImMM 4 YAgEE 
Nor as youthinke : you'r. wideall : 
Theſe Clippers arsngt mine;they-Kere my ſonne Horatio"s, 
My ſonne,and whar'sa4ſonne ? . - 

A thing begot withina pare. of Minutes,there about 

A lump dred upin darkeneſſe,and doth ſerie 

To = $2 thoſe light creatures we call Women, 

And at the nine moneths end,creepes foorth to light.. 

W hat peo e.yet-1n.4, SOnne, | 

To makea Fathcr dote,rav e,or runne mad ? 


| Being borne, it pouts,@ies and breeds teeth. 


W har is there yEt In a SORNe : 
H e muſt be fed,be taught togoe,and ſpeake : 
J, or yet ; why might not a man love a Calfe as well > 


Or mtr in paſion over a frisking Kid,as __s a Sorme 
Me thinkes a young'Bacon, 


Ora fine little ſmooth Horſe-colt, 
Should moove a man,as much as doth a Son, 


| Foroneof theſe in very little time, 


Will grow to ſome good uſe ; whereas a Some, 
The mcre he growes in ature and in yeares, 


| The more unſquar*d,unleavelled he appeares; 
| Reckons his Parents among the 1anke of Fooles, 


Strikes cares upon their heads with his mad Ryots, 
Makes them looke old,before they meet with age : 


Hg, 18a $00: :and whata loſle were thisconſidered truely ? 


Ob but my Horatje gxcw out of reach of thoſe 


nfatiate cquan loved his loving Parents; / 
yas wi comfort, and his Mothers; Joys * 
The very arme that did hold va our Houſe : 
Our hopes were ſtored 
None but a damned, 


6k Arogee could hate:him.: 


When his ſtrong arme unhorſt the proud Prince paths 
And his great minde too full of Honour, -+ 


Tooke him us to mercy, that valiant, but ignoble Dung 
Rilfy | +4. 1+ 


And there is Nemeſss, and Farics, 
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-  4£ BE SPAMUIA Trapeale. 
And they ſometimes doe meet with Murderers, 
They doe not alwayes ſcape,that's ſome comfort. 
I, I, I, and then time ſteales on,and ſteales, and 
Till violence leapes foorth like thunder 
Wrapt ina Ball of fire, _ 
And fo doth bring confuſion to thein all. 
Good leaue haueyou: I yray you goe, 
For lle leave,if you canleaue me, fo. 
2 Ptay you, which is the way to my Lord the Dukes ? 
Hier.. The next way from me. 
2 To his houſe, we meane. 
Hier, O hard by,tis yon houſe that you ſee. 
2 Youcould not tell us if his ſonne were there, 
Hier, W ho,my Lord Lerenze ? 
r- 1, ors | | 
He goes in at one doore,and comes ont at another; : 
Hier, Oh;forbeare, for other talke for us far ficter were, . 
Bur if you be importunate to know 
The way to him,and where to finde him our, 
Then liſt to me,and le reſviae your doubt : 
There is a path upon your left hand fide, 
That leadeth from aguilty Conſcience, 
Vnto a Forreſt of diſtruſt and feare, 
A darkeſome place,and dangerous to paſſe ; 
There ſhall you meet with melancholy thoughts, 
W hoſe palefull humours if you but behold, 
It will condn& you to-dilpaire and death : 
W hoſe rockie cliff:s, when you have ence beheld, . 
W ithin a hngie dale of laſting night, | 
Thar's kindled with the worlds iniquitics, 
Doth caſt up filthy and deteſted fumes. ' 
Not far from thence, where murtherers have built. 
An habitation for rheir.cnrſed foules ; At A val 
There in a brazen Caldron fixt by Jeve - 
I n his fell wrath,upon a fulphire flame, 
Your ſelues ſhall find Lorevzo bathing him, 
In boyling Lead,and bleodot Innocents, - 
1 Ha, ha, ha.. | 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie, 
Hier, Hahaha : why hayha, ha? farewell good hahaha; 


2 Doubtleſſethis man is paſſing lumarike, Exit, 
Or,imperfe&ion of his age doth make him dote: p90 - 
Come,let's away,to ſeeke my Lord the Dnke. ' '- EF. vent. 


Enter Hieronimo with a Pojniard in one Bind 
anda Rope in the other. 
Hier. Now ſir,perhaps I c-meand ſee the King ; 


"The King {ces me,and faine would heare my Suite. 


W hy is not this a ſtrange and ſeeld ſeene thing, 
That ſtanders by,with toyes ſhould ſtrike me mute ? 
Goe to, ſee their ſhifts,and fay no more. 
Hieronimo,tis time for thee to trudge, 
Downe by the Dale that lowes wirh purple gore, 
Standeth a fiery Tower ; there ſits ajudge 
Vpon a Seat of Steele, and molten Brafle : 
And twixt his teeth he holds a fire-brand, 
That leades unto the Lake where Hell doth ftand. 
Away Hierozim»,to him begone : 
Heele doe thce juſtice for Horatzos death. 
Turne downe this path,thou ſhalt be with him ſtreight: 
Or this,and then thouncedſt not take thy breath, 
This way,or that way : ſoft aid falre;not ſo; 
For if I hang,or kill my ſelfe,let's know, 
W ho will revenge Heyatior murder then? 
Nogno, fieno': pardoh me, Ie none of that. 
. He flings away the Dag ver avd I Lalier, 
This way Je  takeyahid this my comes the King. > |! 
$9260 9967 19 (0 Begakes they up afaine, 
And here Ile bee a fling at kim, that'k flat ;- 
And Balthazar,llebe with thee to bring ; 
And thee Lorexzo ; here's the King,nay ſtay : : 
And here here: ther regoGs the haireaways/'! co? 1) +. 
Enter King, Embaſſadour,Caftile and Lorenza,"': ' - 
King, Now ſhew Embaſſadour,wharour om faith : 


Hath he received the Articles we ſort Por 


Flier, Taſtice, Ojaſtice to” Hieronime, 


Lor. Backe,ſceſt thownot the _P is bulie J 
| Hlier, Ois he ſo? ? 


i , v wa 
O .) King. 


= = 


T be Sponifo Tragedie. 
King. Who is hethat interrupts our buſineſſe > 
Hier, Not1 ; ſei bene by,goe by, 
Embaſ. Renowned King, he hath receiv'd,and read 
Thy Kingly proffers,and thy promis'd League: 
And as a man extreamely overjoy'd, | 
To heare his Sonne ſo princely entertain'd 
W hoſe death he had fo ſolemnly bewail'd, 
This for thy further fatisfaction, 
And Kingly love, he kindly lets thee know : 
Firſt for the Mariage of his Princely Songe 
With Belimperia,thy beloyed Neece, 
The newes are more delightful to his ſoule, - / 
Then Myrrh or Incenſe to the offended Heavens :- 
In perſon therefore will he come himſelfe, 
To ſee the Mariage Rites folemnized; 
And in the preſence of.the Court of Spayze, 
To knit a fare inexplicable band - 
Of Kingly love,and everlaſting league, . - 
Betwixt the Crownes of Spayneand Poarringale; 
There will he give his Crowne to Balthazar, 
And make a _ of Belmperia, 
King. Brother,how like you this our Viceroyes loue? 
Caft,. No doubt (my, Lord) it isan argument 
Of honourable care to keepe his Friend, l 
And wondrous zeale to Ba/thazar his ſonne : 
Nor am I leaſt indebted.to his Grace, . '8 
That bends his liking ro my daughter thus. 
' Emb, Now laſt (dread Lord)here hath his Highnes ſent,” 
(Although he ſend nor that his Sonne returne). 
His Ranſome due to Don Horatio, 
Hier. Horatie,who alles Horatio ? 
King, And well remembred,thanke his Majeſtic : : 
Heregſee it given to Horatio, | 
Hier, laſtice,Q juſtice, juſtice,gentle King.. 
King. W ho is that, Hierowame *... TT TT 
Hier, luſtice,O juſtice : O my $onne, my Sonne,:: 
My Sonne,who nought can ranſome or fdeeme, 
Lor, Hieronino, you are not welladviide. 
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The Spaniſh Trageaie, © 
Hier, Away Zorenes, hinder me no more, *-. 
For thou haſt made me bankrupt of my bfifſe ;  - 
Giyeme my fonne,you ſhall notranfome him. 
Away, le rip the bowels of the earth. 
He dig geth with his Dagyer. | 
And ferry over 5 the Eliza |. | 
And bring my Sotne to/ſhew his deadly wounds. © o 
Stand from about me, Ile mtkea Pick-axe of my Poniard, 
And heere farrender up my Marſhalfhip : 
For Ile goe Marſhall np my ftends in Hell, 
To be avenged on youalf for this. 
King, W hat meanes this ontrage ; | 
W ill none of you reftraine his en fl 

Hier, Nay ſoft and faire,you ſhall not need to ftriue, 
Needs muſt he goe that the Devils driue. Exit, 

King, What accident hath hapt to Hieronime ? 

T have not ſeene him to demeane him ſo.- | 

Lor. My gracious Lord, he is with extreame pride, 

Conceiv'd of young Horatio his Sonne : 

And covetous of having to himfelfe 

The Ragſome of the yorng Prince Balthazzy, 
DiſtraFt and in a manner lnnatike, 

King. Beleeve me Nephew, we ace ſorry for't, 
This is the loue that Fathers beare their Sonnes : 
Butgentle Brother, goegive to him this Goſd, 
The Princes Ranſome; let him hane his due, 

For what he hath, Horarzs ſhall not want, 
Happily Fheronims hath need theteof. 

Lor. Batifhebe thus y diltraR, 
Tis requiſite his Orhice beretign'd, 
And giuento one of more difcretion. 

K my. We ſhall increaſe biz melancholy (o, 
Tis belt we ſee further in ic firſt : l 
Till when,ourſdfe wiltexempt the place; 
And Þrother,now bring in the Embaſfadour, 
That he may be a witnefſe of the Match, 
Twixt Balthazar and Betimperia, 

And that we my prefixea certaine time, 


W here 


The Spaniſh Trazeaze. 
W herein the Mariage ſhall be folemnized, | 
That we may am. = Lord the Viceroy here. 
Emb. Therein your highneſſe highly ſhall conteax 
His Majeſtie,that longs to heare from hence. 
Kin, On then,and heare your Lord Embaſhdor, £xeww. 
Enter Taques, and Pedro. 
Tag. I wonder Peadro,why our Maſter thus, 
At mid-night ſends us withour Torches light, 
W hen Man,and Bird,and Beaſt are allat reſt, 
Save thoſe that watch for Rape and bloody murther, 
Ped. I aques know thou that our Maſters mind 
Is much diſtraught fince his Horatio died : , 
And now hisaged yeares ſhould leepe in reſt, 
His heart in quiet, like a deſperate 
Growes lunatike and childiſh,for his Sonne : 
Sometimesas he doth at his Table ſir, 
He ſpeakes as if Horatio ſtood by him. 
Then ſtarting in a rage,falles on the earth, 
Cries out Horatio, where is my Horatio ? 
So that with extreame griefe,and cutting ſorrow, 
There is not left in him one inch of Man : 
See,heere he comes. 
_ Emter Hieronme, 
Hier. I pry through every creviſe of each wall, 
Lookeat each Tree,and ſearch throughgvery Brake, 
Beat on the Buſhes, ſtampe our Grandame Earth, 
Dive in the W ater,and ſtare up to Heaven : 
Yer cannot I behold my ſonne Horatss. 
How now, who's there,Sprights, Sprights? 
Ped. We are your ſervants that atrend you fir. 
Hier. What make you with your Torches in the darke ? 
- Ped. Youbid uslight them,andattend you here. 
Hier. No, n6,you are deceiv*d,not T,yonare deceiv'd : 
W as I ſo mad to bid you light your Torches now ? 
Light me your Torchesar the mid of Noone, 
W hen as the Sun-god rides in all his glory ; 
Light me your Torches then, © 


Ped, Then we burne ths 8 
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T he Spaniſh Trageate, 
" Hier, Let it be burnt; Night is a murderous ſlur, - 

That would not have her treaſans to be ſeene : 

And yonder pale-fac'd Heccar there the Moone, - 

Doth give conſent to that is done in darkeneflc - 

And all thoſe Starres that gaze upon her tace, 

Are Aglotson her ſleeve,pianes on her train : 

And thoſe that ſhould be powerful and divine, @ =» 

Doe ſleepe indarkenefſe wken they moſt ſhould ſhine. 

Ped. Proyokethem not (faire fir) with tempting words, 
The Heavens are gracious,and your milerics and ſorrow, 
Makes you ſpeake PO not what. 

Hi. Villaine thou1yeſt;and thou doeſt nought 
But tell me,7 am mad: theulyeſt,7am not mad : 

I know thee to be Peare,and hee Jaquey, 
Ile prove it to thee,and were I mad, hovy could 7? 
W here was ſhethe ſame night, when my Hagawasmurdred? 
She ſhould have ſhone : ſearch thou the Booke (grace, 
Had the Moone ſhone in my Boyes face (there was a knd of 
(That I know )nay I do know had the murderers ſcenc him, | 
H1s weapon would have falne and cut the earth, 
 Hadhe bin frag'd ofnought but blood and death : | 
Alacke,vyhen mifchiefe doth it knowcs not what, - 
W hat ſhall we ſay to miſchiefe? * 
| Emter Iſabella. 
Ijab, Deare Haggoniowo,come in a doores, - 
O ſecke not meanes fo to increaſe thy ſorrow: 
Hier, [ndeed 1/abella,wee'doce nothivg here; 
I doenot ctie,aske Pedro and Jaques * 
Net 7 indeed, wee are very merry;yery merry. 
» 4/a, How? be merry here,be merry here. 
Is not this the place,and this the very tree, 
Where my Horatio died, where hee was murdered ? - 
Hie, Was,do not ſay yvbat: let her weep it our, 
This was the tree, I ſet it of a Kirnelly 
And when our hote Spazze conld not let it grow, - 
Bat that the infant and the humane ſappe 
Began to wither , duely twice a morning, 
Would I beſpriokling it with fountaine water 2: 


T he Spaniſh Tragedze, 
At laft it grew and grew,and bore,and boxes _-  - 
Till at the length it grew a gulowag ant did beare eur fon: 
c 


It bore chy fruit ard mine : O wicked wicked plant, 
One knecks within at the doore, | 
See who knocks there? 


Pedro, It is a Painter fir. _ 

Hier. Bid him come in,and paint ſome comfort, 
For ſurely ther's none lives but painted comfort : 
Let him come in,one knowes not what may chance : 
Gods will,that I ſhould ſet this tree, 
But even ſo Mafters,ungrateful ſervants,reard from nought, 
And thenthey hate them that did bring them up. |, 

Pat. God bleflc you fir. k 


Hier. Wherefore ? why thou ſcornefull Villaige ? 

How, w here,or by what meane: ſhould 7 be bleſt ? 

1/a. What wouldſt thou have good fellow ? 
Paint. Taſtice Madame. | 
Hier, O ambitious Beggar,wouldft thou haue that, 

Thatlivesnot in the yyorld ? 

W hyqall the andelved Mines cannot buy 

An ounce of juſtice,” tis a jewellſo incſtimable, 

Ttelj thee, God hath ingrofled all juftice in his hands, 

And there is none,but what comes from him. (ſonne. 
Pa, Othen 1 ſee,that God muſt right me for my murdred 
Hier. How,was thy ſonnemurdred ? 

Pain. 1 fir : no man did hold a ſonne fo deare. 
Hier, What,not as thine? that's a lye : 

As maſsie a8sthe Earth,7 had aſfonne, 

Whoſe leaſt unvalued haire did weigh 

A thouſand of thy ſonnes,and he was murdered. 

Fain, Alas fir,7 had no more but hee, 

' Hier. Nor 1,nor 7: But this fame one of mine, 

Was worth a Legion: but all is one, 

Pedro, Jaques ; gocina doors 1/abela goc, 

And this fellow here,and 7, 

Will range this hideous Orchard up and downe, 

Like to two Lyons A young « 
1430! 2 
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ina doores,I ay. Extunt, 
Lok MY The Painter aud he ſits dewne, © 
Come,let's talke wiſely now. 
Was thy ſonne murdered? 
Pain, I fir, 
Hier, So was mine. 
How doft thou take it ? art thou not ſometime mad ? 
I there no trickes that come before thine eyes ?. 
Pain. O Lord,yes far. 
Hier. Art a Painter? Canſt paint mea Teare,or a wound? 
A Groane,or a Sigh ? Canſt paint me ſuch a Tree as this? 
Pain, Sir,I am {ure you have heard of my painting : 
My name's Bazardo. þ.. (lr, 
Hier. Bazards? afore God an excellent fellow,looke you 


' Doe you ſee ? Ide haue you paint me my Gallery 


In your oyle-colours matted : and draw me fiue 
Yeares younger then Iam : Doe you ſeefir ? let fue - 
Yearesgoe: let them goclike the Marſhall of Spazze, 
My wife 1ſabe#a ſtanding by me, 
With a ſpeaking looke to my ſonne Horatio : 
W hich ſhould intend to this,or ſome ſuch like purpoſe : 
God blefſe thee my ſweet ſonne ; and my hand leaning upon 
his head thus fir : doe you ſee ? may itbe done ? 

Pain, Very well fr. 

Hier, Nay,I pray marke me far : 

Then fir, would 1have you paint me this tree,this very tree : 
Canſt paint adolefull cry ? IS 
Pain, Seemingly fir. 
Hier, Nay,it ſhouldcry : butall is one: 
Well fir, paint me a youth run thorow and thorow with vil- 
laines ſwords, hanging upon this tree, ink. 
Canſt thou draw a Murderer ? 
Pain, Ne warrant you fir ; 
I haue the patterne of the moſt notorious Yillaines, 
That ever lived in all Spaine, 

Hier, O,letthem be worſe,worſe : ſtretch thine Art, . 
And let their Beards be of I»das his owne colour, | 
And let their eye-brows jutty over:in any caſe obſerue — ; 

hen 


The Spaniſh Tragedie, 
Then fir,after ſome violent noiſe, 
wy me forth in my ſhirt,and my gown under mine arme, 
Wirth my torch in my hand,and my ſword reared up thus : 
And with theſe words : 
What noyſe # thu,who calls Hieronimo ? 

May it be done? 

Pain, Yea ltr. S | 

Hier, Well fir,then bring me foorth, bring me throngh 
ally,and ally,ſtill with a liſte ed countenance going on, 
and let my haire heave up my Night-cap. 

Let the Cloudes ſcowle,make the Moone darke,the ſtars 
extin, the W indes blowing, the Belles tolling, the Owles 
ſhriking, the Toads crooking, the Minutes jerring, and the 
Clocke {triking twelae, 

And then at laſt fir, ſtarting, behold a man hanging, and 
tottring,and tottring, as otro che winde will weave 4 
man,and I withatrice to cut him downe. 

And looking upon kim by the adyantage of my torch, 
find it to be my ſonne Horatio. ; 

There you maya paſtion,there you may ſhew a paſsion. 
Draw me like old Priam of Troy, ; 
Crying the houſe is a fire,the houſe js a fire, 

As the Torch over thy head : make me curſe, 

Make me rave,make me crie,make me mad, 

Make me well againe,make me curſe Hell, 

Invocate,and in the end leave me 

Iti a trance,and ſo foorth, 
Paint. And is this the end? 
Heer. O no,there is no end: the end is death and madnes; 
As Iam never better then when I am mad, 
Then me thinkes I am a brave fellow, | 
Then I doe wonders,but reaſon abuſerh me, 
And there's the torment, there's the Hell : 
At the laſt, fir, bring me toone of the murderers; 
Were heas ftrong as HeFor,thus would I 
Teare and rags, 7 up and downe. 

He beats the Pater in, then comes out againe, 
with a Booke tn hut hand. 
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Viadicls mini, 

T, heaven will be reveng'd of every ill, 
Nor will they ſuffer Murder unrepaid : 
Then ſtay Hicronimoartend their will, 
For mortall men may not appoint a.tune. | 

Per ſcelns ſemper tutum eſt ſcelerib1s rter, | 
Strike,and ſtrike home, where wrong is offered thee ; 
For evils unto ills conductors be, 
And death's the worſt of Reſolution : 
For he that thinkes with patience to contend, 
ro quiet life, his life ſhall eaſily end. 

Fata ji miſeros juvant habes ſalutem, 

Futaſs vitam neganthabes ſepulchrum. 
If Deſtiny chy miſcries doe eaſe, 
Then haſt thou heath,and happy ſhalr thou be. 


1t Deſtiny deny thee life Hieronmo, 


Yet thou ſhalt be aſſured of a Tombe : 

If neither, yet let this thy corafort be, 

Heaven covereth him-that hath. nobariall. 

And to conclude,I will revenge his death: 

Buthow ? not as the vulgar witts of men, 

W ith open, but inevitable ills, 

As by a ſecret, yet a certaine meane, 

W hich nnder kindſhip will beccloaked beſt : 

Wiſe men will taketheir opportunity, 

Cloſely,and fafely,fitting things to time. 

But in extteames, vantage, hath no time: 

And thereforeall times fit not for revenge. 

Thus therefore will 1 reſt me in unreſt, 

Diflembling quiet in unquietneſſe : 

Not ſeeming that I know their villanies, 

That my ſimplicity may make them thinke, 

That ignorantly I will ler it flip : 

For Ignorance I wot,and well they know, 
Remedium malorum ors eff. 

Nor ought availes it me to menace them. 

Who, as a Wintry ſtorme upona Plaine, 

Will beare me dewae with their Nobility. 


* TheSpaniſh Trageaie, 4 
N 0,nd, Hieronswe,thou'muſt enioyne . "SIM. . 2 
Thine eyes to obſervatton,and thy tongue, - +! 
To milder ſpecches,then thy ſpirits affcord, | 
Thy heart to paticnce,andthy hands to reſt : | 
Thy cap to curteſic,and thy knee to bow, 
Till to revengethou know,when,where,and how. 
| eA nooſe Within 
How now,w hat noiſe ? what coyle 1sthat you keepe? | 
Enter a Servant. 'F 

Ser. Here are aſort of poore Petitioners, FE 
That are imporrunate,and it ſhall pleaſe you fir, 

That you ſhou'd plead their cauſes to the King. 

Hier. That I ſhould plead their ſeverall Actions ? 
Why letthem enter,and let me ſee them. 

Emer three Citizens and an old man, 

I. So,/ tell you this, for Learning,and for Law, 
There's not any Adyocate in Spaine, 
That can prevaile,or will take halfe the paine, 
That he will,in purſuit of Equitie, 

Hier. Come neerec, you men that thus impor ; 
(Now muſt I bearea face of gravitie,) DTT. 
> For this 7 vs'd before my Marſbalſhip, 

Toplead incauſes as Corrigidor, 
Come on firs, what's the matter ? 
2. Sir,an Action, 
Hier, Of Battery *? 
1. Mine of Debt.- 

Hier. Give place. 7 

2, No fir,mine is an action of the caſe. 

2. Mine an Eie one Firmwaby Leaſe. 

Hier, Content you firs;are you determincd 
That { Chould plead your {everall Actions ? 

:. 1 fir,and hcre's my declaration. 

2. And here is my Band: 

3. And here is my Leaſe. T hey give him papers, 

Hier, But whetefore ſtand you filly man ſo mute ? 
With mournefull eyes,and hands to heaven upreard ? 
Come hither Father,let me knoyy thy cautc, 


Senex,' . 
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$eyex. O worthy ſir,my cauſe but ſlightly knowne, 
"May moove the hearts of warlike Myrmedons, 
And melt the corſicke Rockes with ruefull tcares, 
Hier. Say father,tell me,what's thy ſaite ? 
Senex, No fir,could my woes, | 
Give way unto my moſt diftreſſefull words, 
Then ſhould I not in Paper (as you ſee) 
With Inke bewray,what blood began in nge. 
Hier, W hat's here? The humble Supplication 
of Don Bazulto, for his muracred Sonne. 
Senex,. I (ir. | 


Hier. No (ir,it was my murdered ſonne,O my ſonne, 


- Oh my ſonne,oh my ſonne Horateo, 


But mine,or thine Baz#/ro,be content. 
Here take my Handkercher,and wipe thine eyes, 
W hiles wretched I, In thy miſhaps may ſee 
Thelively pourtrait of my dying ſelfe. 
He drawes out a bloody Napkin. 

O no,not this Horatio,this was thine ; 
And when I dide it in thy deareſt bleed, 
This was a token twixt thy ſoule and me, 
That of thy death revenged I ſhould be. 
Bur here,take this,and this, what my Purſe? 
I this,and that,and all of them are thine : 
For all as one are our extremities. 

1 Oh, ſee the kindnefle of Hieronmme ; 
This gentlenefle ſhewes him a Gentleman. 

Hier, See,ſfee, Oh ſee thy ſhame Hierowime ; 


See here a loving Father to his Sonne ; 
Behold the ſorrowes and the fad laments, 


Thar he delivered for his ſonnes deceaſe. 

If Loves efteRts ſo ſtrives in lefler things, 

If Love enforce ſuch moods in meaner wits, 
If Loveenforce {ach power in poore eſtates: : 
Hieronzmo, when as a raging Sea, 

Toſt with the winde and tyde,oreturned then 
Theupper billowes,courſe of waves to keepe, 


'\W hilſt lefſer waters labour in the deepe : 
Then 
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Then ſhameſt thou net Hired go aogyett” 

T he {wift revenge ofthy Horagde®\or | 

Though on this Earth 7-ficewillnabs found, - 
le Loving to Hell,and in this paſsion; 2 >: | 

Knocke at the diſmall P lnnroes urener, | 
Getting by force(as once Alciderdid) | 
A troupe of Furics,and tormenting 

T otorture Don Lorevzoand the reſt;/ / 
Yetleaſt nt 

Deny my paſlage to theflimy Strond, ' 

T he Thraciey Poetthou councerfeit: 


Comeold Father,be my:Orphene ; 
And if thou canſt av ns Sr rey AR 
Fn eons 
vyedoe gaine,that Proſe ma 
Revenge onthem cher citwdirext ay liens. FYY 
Then wil I rent andreare mm hers vere 
Shivering their limbs in pieces with 
47D _ 


r Ofir,my Declaratian.! 
Exit Hierenimo andthe wy | 
2. Savemy Bond, - « : 
Exter Hieronine 
2 em .. | 
A S$,MY 6,100 meren pound, - 
And you(my Lord) have corne the fame. 
Hie, That cannot be, I gayethenener awound, 
Shevy me onedropof blood: - mnt ſame, 
How is it poſsible / ſhould flay iethen? © 
Tuſh no,run after,cacl me if you cate. ' 
Exeunt.oll but the oldiman, 
Baz1lto —_—_ tiff rh ET Againe who 
oW# t ce 
Hier. And eve. cons H 
Touske for juſtice in this upper 
wh, tell chy Father thoa __ 
wring more tcares from > + 
Wal igteoae dd wichore-eoghmam 
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Goe backe my ſot 
For here's no " aſtice : gentle Boy 


4 


The Speinifh'Fragedie." 
to Bans, 
be wy 2 


For /uſtice is exiled fromthe Earth, \ 


Haieronime will bearet 
Thy Mother cryesod 71 
For iuſt revenge againſt the Murderers: 


Senex, 


Alzs(my Lord) whence; pringsehis troubled: 
Heer, But ct me looks on 'my! Horatio,” 


hee. company: || 


ighteos Padewpary 


Fmt 


(perch? 


Sweet Boy how thoitare gbang'd inDeattis blacke ſhade : 


Had Proſerpine no pitticonthy youths: - © 
But ſuff.red thy faire crimſon-coloured fprng 


With withered Winter to be blaſted rhas?-. 
Heratio,thou art e[der then thy:Fatherz a 
* Abruthlefſe Father,that Freoarebadreniefotmes. 


© $3 
= I i * 


"Ty 


Baz, Ah myg oed Loxd,4am-yot\youriyoung ſonnes 
Hier, Whar,not my:fonne,thenthou aFury art, 


To ſummon me;to makeappearance 


Before 


grim Cones and: *y R adamant, 


To lo Hieronimo that is remiflleg/ 


And feekes not 


for-Heoratios death. 
Baz.” lam a grieved manandnot a Ghoſt, 


That came for /uſtice for my.murdered Sonne. 
Hier. 1,z0wx 1 know thee,now thounameſt ty fonns: : 


Thu art the lively imageof my-griete; 
Within thy face,my ſorrowesL 


ſee: 


Sent from the emptie Kingdome of blacke Night, - 


Thy eyes are dim'd with a are cheekes are wan, 


Thy forehead trenbled,and thy uttering Lips 
Murmure fad words abruptly b | cl 
By force of windic fighes thy ſpirit breathes, . 7. eo 
And all this ſorrow riſerh for t 

And lelfe;! 
Come m 


Leane on my 
And tho6u wk 


I,and fh- will ſing aſang 


tly brokenoft, 


ſonne = 
ſonne... 


forrow feeleI for my 
Fn: 0 ouletodiebahs, RY 
rMme.z b ehonms fee Rays; \ 


Three parts in one: but all of diſcord; fraw'd, 


Talke nut of Cordarhue letvs now be-gone, 
For with 8 Opn 074150 Was cara 
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Th Speitifſh Tragedie,” 
Goe backe my ſatintzcamplaine to Kaews,,  * 
For here's no juſtice ; gentle Boy be gone 3 


For Juſtice is exiled fromthe Earth, \ | $23 (£9V0417) 
H ieronimo will beare thee.company: /': nb 211 
Thy Mother cryesot righteofis Radawanty 
For iuſt revenge againſt the Murderers. '', - ({pecch? 


Sexex, Alas(my Lord) whence ſprings this troubled! | 
> Heer, Butt melocke on my:Horario,n tf 0 
blacke ſhade; 


Sweet Boy how thoitare gbang'd in Deattis 
Had Proſerpine no pittic oncthy youths: 1 fl! 
But ſuffcred thy faire crimſon.coloured fpring, . 
With withered Winter to be blaſted rhas?-. 
Horatio,thou art e[der then thy:Fatherz: 5 © '/ 
Abruthlcfſc Father,that favourthastxarisformes. 
Baz, Ah my good Lord, am. not\your'young ſonne: 

Hier, W har,not my ſonne;,then thou atury art, 

Sent from the emptie Kingdome of blacke Night, - 
To ſummon me;to makeappearance - 

Before grim Cine and tult Radamant, 

To plague Hierovimo that is remifle; : 

And ſeekes not vengeance for-Heratios death. 

Baz, Iam a grieved manandnot a Ghoſt, 

That came for /uſtice for my.tnurdered Sonne. 

Flier, 1,,0x 1 know thee,now thounameſt thy fonne : 
Thcu art the lively imageof my:griefe; + / 
Within thy face,my ſorrowes may ſee : 

Thy eyes are dim'd with teares,thy cheekes are wan, 

Thy forehead trenbled,and thy muttering Lips - + 
Murmure fad words abruptly brokewoff © - 1 woH 
By force of windic ſighes thy ſpirit breathes; _ 117.0 
And all this ſorrow riſerh for thy ſonne = 
And lelte ppeſerrow fecle I for my ſonne... 

Come in old matythou ſbalt to J/ebeh.:. 


O Ws | 
Leaneon.my arme 2 Itheegthoume ſhale lay, | 14. ni 
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And thou and1,and th: will fing 
Three parts in one: but all of diſcords fram'd, 

Talke nut of Cords,but letvs now begone; © nh 
For with a Corg Heratie was laines; i 51% 271: Batint{ 
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Kings.and commanderbofebe Wiſterer Indies > \. 
ome(b rave Faceray)to the Courtof Spaineyo - 1 
And welcome all his honouriblecraing, 1+ -; 2/7 A-2 
Tis not unktownetoius,for why you came...) +». 
Or have-ſoKinglycroltghe raging Seas: 2 24 2643 bis 
Safticed ir in this, we eche troth, ". 5 -. 
And morethen con 2 You lndrous. 8 


So is-it that maine 
For it beſgemes us now-£ dr beckoowne, 
Already is betroth'd to Bale 
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Mloheyaras pau, 
Confirm'd thy onrented mc; 
el come to ſolemnize | 

cored Nene, 


Know So 
The Marriag geo thy 


Faire Belinoperia, '$- wy. | = 
With thec my Soc, £ 
Here take my Crone, givgic| 
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_ Stems adage Natore ſtrives infhing 3 
Come wing ieerof.atid adeotitpany" "> 
thitic extrethicies 1 1010 wa, 
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irobenee _7 Lor. 
(«fp Nay ſtay Emoy err I —Y 
$c<1t i hou this entertainement ef theſe Ki s? apap _ 
Lor. 1doe(my Bord ind toy to let the | 
aft. And knoweſt thou why this meeting 13 FEET 
Lor, Forher (wy Lord) whom Balthawe ene 
And ro corifirme the Cn Ry ve 
C-f. She is thy Siſter, - Pm " Bron 
Lor. Who ?Imye tarde Zl 
And this is che day thac T have l»ng'd ſo happily to fee. _ 
as Thou woulat be loth that _—_ cof thine, ; 
$hou'd 1ntercepther in her. happin ane: 
Lor. Heavens will 1090 Laldhgvertcns ich,” 
Caft. Why cho! Loraneoh teſts ty wvordst- UE 
tis fuſpeRted,and reported too, ip 


Vice. Or here, or where your Hig 
A Oxenne 


£ 
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That thou Lorezzs wrongft Hierowimo. g 

And.in his tuitsrowardyhis _—_— mot 

Still keepſt him back@jand ſet kevrocroſſe his le, $254 
Lor. That; thy Lord c2 1111 £510 01100 (it 2 
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Ghoſt. Amake Revenge,for thon art illadvis'd 
T'oleepe,awake : What, art wares watch? 

 Reven, Contenitthy (elfe;and do re, 

Gho. Awake Renengo;It Loves WW. 
Have yetthe powerer pt 40 Hell” 02 - Nor: - os 
Hieronimo with Lorema isloyn'd in Leagite: | candy 
And intercepts our-paſſage to revenge? 

Awake Revengeyor We are vyoebe: 

panes | RR 
Content thy ſelfe e-Lna onto 2 
Yetinm y mood ſoliciting thei? t5nles'>': paiatr any a 
| Suffcct hee thay pobre Hiro oy in | 

Cannor forget his 9? 


Nor dyes Renen beep eye: 127ombes 
For in unquiet = 104 Nm mv 
And lumbting $6 commorrorldly wile.” Et © 
Behold Anarea for an inſtatice;/how 


Rexenge hath ſlept,and then inmgine | 
W hat 'tis to be lubi6@ ms Ai L1:9j1 
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But afterthem No FwortR 


Clothedt#Sablc,and a Saffron Robe, Jo's ” yy 
And blovyes them out;and queneherk them with Mood, 


Gbeoſt. Sufficeth me thy m 
And thanked tirito'thet 


Thav wil not tollerate a Loy 
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( Enter Belyoperia und Hierowiens, EReronims.”” inc V 
Bel. | 58 tha {enertubCen females 114197853 (23k 
Is this the kindnefle that thou counterfeis®”*< © 

And Are 


' The Speniſh Tragathe, © 
Are theſe the fruits of thy ini  teares ? 
Hleronimo,are theſe thypaſions, | : | 
Thy proteſtations,and thy , 
T hat thou wert wont to-wea n withal? 
Oh unkind Father ! Oh deceicful world ! 


With what excuſcscanſt thoa ſhew thy ſelfe? ..  . 


With vvyhat diſhonour,and the hate of men, 

From this diſhonour and the hate of men, 

Thus to negleRthe life, and lofle of him, - . 

W hom both my Letters,and thine owne beliefe, ' 

Affarcs thee to be cauſclefſe ſlanghtered ? 

Hier onimo,for ſhame Hier onismo, 

Be not a Hiſtorie to after times, 

Of ſuch ingracitude unto thy ſonne? 

Vnheppic Mother of ſuch-Children then, 

Bat Monſtrous Father to forget -ſo-foone (9 

The death of thoſe, whom they withcaremmdecoſt 

Havetendred ſo, thus carelefle ſhould be loſt, 

My ſelfe a ſtranger in reſpeRofthee, 

So loy'd his life,as til 7 with their deaths. 

Nor (hall his death beunreveng'd by me, 

Although I beare it out for faſhion ſake: 

For here ſweare,in fight of Heaven and Earth, 

Shouldſt thou negleR the love thou thouldſt retain, 

And give it over,anddeviſeno more, 

My felfe ſhould ſend their hateful foules to Hell, 

That wrought his dowafal, with extreameſt death. 
Hier. But may it be,that Belmperia, 

Vowes ſuch revenge as ſhee hath dain'd ro ſay ? 

W hy then I ſee that Heaven applics ove drift, 

And all the Saints doe fit ſoliciting, 

For vengeance on thoſe curſed Marderers, 

Madame *tis true,and now I find it-ſo ; 

1 founda Letter,written in your name, 

_—_ = REG Horatiedyed, 

Pardon, oth Belomperia ; ig" 

My feare and care in net beleevingit : 

Nor thinke,I thoughtleſſe - 2 * | 
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The Spaniſh Travedit.. 


Tolet his death beunreveng'd ar full > 
And here I yow,lo you but:give conleat, 

And will conceale, my reſolution, - 

I wil ere long determine of their deaths, 

That canſclefſc. thus haue murdered my ſonne. . 
Bol, Hicronime,T wil conſene,conceale, 
And ought what may effcR for thine auaile, 
TIoyne with thee to reyenge Horatiordeathe 

Hier.O then, whatſoever Idevile, 
Let me intreat you,grace my praftiſes : - 
For why,the plot's alreadie inimy head. 
Here they arc. 
Enter Balthazar and L PreNRS. 
Bal, How now Hieronime,whatcourti Belimperia "JT's 
Hier, 1 my Lordjfuch Courting as I promiſe yor, | 
She hath my heart : but you myLord haye hers. 
Lor. Butnow Hier.or never,we are ta intreat your helpes . 
Ko My helpdwhy my LED your ſelves of me, 
For you have given me cauſe,I by mine honour have you. 
Bal. Ieplcas'd.youatth'entertainment of the Embafſador, _ 
To gracc the King ſoemuch'as with a Show : 
Now were your Scudie ſo well furniſhed, 
As forthe paſsing of the firſt nights ſport, 
To entertaine my Father with . # like - 
Oc any ſuch like pleaſing motien, 
Aflure your (elfe itwould contenr them wal. 
Hier. Ischis all 2+ 
Lor. Ichis isall, | 
Hier. Why then Ile i you.ſay'no no more 2. - 
WhenT was young, 1 gave my mind, 
And plide my (clfeto fruitlefle Poetry : 2... - 

Which though it profit the profeſſor nog, .2v 107 
Yet itis ſong pleaangto the WarG,'! PECUTS 812 2inchs ld 
Lor.. And how for that? : [; % ,1 $9.) wo 

Hier. Mary (my good Lord)chus: 3& 
And yet me thinkcs youare too guicke who USs : | 
W hen in T o/edo, there I TESTS 
now hoy my chncetomecice «Tregediey ;: 12 1,99 1/3200 
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The Spaniſh Trapedie, | 
"Sec here my Lords, Sheer this a Book, 


Which loom forgot,I found this ather day : 
'Novy woo your ac Lordſbips favour me ſo much 


As but to grace me vvith your acting ir; 
oa ans 1 | 
Aflure you it willprave melt patsingſtrange, - 
And wondrousp e tothat aflembly. 
B al. What, would you haucusplay a Tragedy? 
Hier. Why ?Nero thoughtit no diſparagementy 
Ani Kings _- Empecrours have tane delight, 
To make experience of their wits in Playes, . 
Lor. Nay,be not angry good Hieronime, 
T he Prince ui asked you a queſtions 
Bal. Infaith Hieronimo,and yoube i in carne}, 
Ne make one. 
Loy. An I another. 
Hier, Now(my good Lord)could you intrear 
Your ſiſter Be/4mperies to make one : 
For what's a Play vvichout a Woman in'r ? 


Bel. Little intreatic ſhal ſerve me Hirrenimey 
For I muſt needs be imployedin your play. 

Hier, Why this is vvell: I tell you Lordings, 
Te vvas determined to.have beene ated © 
By Gentlemen and Schollers too; 


Sach as could tell what co f oeakes 

Bel. And govv.it (hall deſayd by Princes and Conners 
Such as can tell hovv to ipeake ; 
T- (as it is our Country manner}, * . 3» 28 48A 
You will but let ns know the Argumenit.. 

His... T hat hathi roun-ly.. T be Chronicles of Spas - 
Record this writtenof s Koighe of Rhodes :: - | - 
He was betr«th 'd,ind vvcdced at the lengrh, 
Toone Perſeda,an [talian Dune, - 423.baM bak 
W hole beauticraviſhed allthat her beheld ; 
Eſp:cially the ſoulc ot Se/payane 
Who atche Marriage was. che chiefeſt GueP: 
By ſundry mcanes ſought, Se/ymawto winne "7 
Pls 5 i@vc,and could on gaine The lame. , 4 co 7 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie. 


Theri gan be breake his paſsions toa friend, 


One of his Ba/aeves, whom be held full deare 3 
Her had this 584/44 iong folicited, 


And ſaw ſhe was not otherwiſe to be-wonne, 


But by her hasban4s death: thig Knight of Rhodes, 
Vh: m preſently by-erechery he flew, 
Shce (tird with an exceeding hate therefore, 
As caulec of this flew Ghgwona 
And to c\{cape the Baſbewes tyrannie, 
Didſtab bars ſeite :and this is voho-Trapedie: 

Lor. Ocxccllent. 

Bel, But lay. ieron;me,whatthen became of him, 
That was the Baſpaw ? 

Hier, Mary thus, moov'd with remorſe of his miſdeeds, 
Ran toa mountaine top,and hang'd himſelfe. 

Bal. But which of us is to performe that part ? 

Hier. O that will I my Loxds,make no doubt ofit.. 
Ile play the Marderert I warrant you, 
For | already hauc conceited that.. 

Bal. Fw + yore hall ?: 

Hier, Great Solyman-the Turkifh Emperors. 

Er. And 1? os 

Hier. Erafto,the Knight of Rhodev... | DP 

Bel, And1? 1 -1 

Hier, Perſeda,chaſt,ahd reſolute. 


| And here'my. Lords, are ſeveral ab ou 


For exch of youto note your-parts, 


And air as occaſion's offered;yove. - | 
You muſt provide aTwiksG Ca 
A blacke Muſtzohio,and'a "A POINT IEN Bat, 
You with a Crofle, liko@ Kniglit of Rbedss,  - - 
2 POPE 4 Gives another to Tor; 

eo ponges attiroyont- (oft 

| Glove Boknorberr - 

- Like Pheb-, Flora ,or the Huntreſſe;"! T 91201 013 YuSII- Ia 
Which to your diſcretion ſtuiiocmie beſt. | k14 011336 Ob Vy 


And as forme ponds, Ne hb > gies | 
And wah the 


The Spaniſh Tragede. 
So furniſh and performe this Tragedie,,,.. + 1 
That all the Worldſhali ſay, Hieroniwe (1) > 
Was liberall in gracing of it ſo. | 


Bal. Hieronimo,me thinkes a Comedie were better. 


Hier. A Comedie, fic, Comedicsare firfor common wits: 


But to preſent a Kiogly gent withall 
— = a ra wW = Lhe ag 
raged:a exrhurnata, fittin 
Cds matter,and wo. common things © * 
My Lords, all this muſt bee performed, 
As fitting for the fi: ſt nights | Revelling» 
The falian T ragedians were ſa ſharpe of wits 
That in one howers Meditationz, --.; 
They would performe any thin g inaQion. | 
Lor. And well it may,for 7 antes like 
In Pars, nongft the French Tragedians. - * 
Hier, In Par, Maſfe, and welt remembredy 
There's one thing more that.reſtsforus todocs 
Bal. What's that FHieroximo?tor pounce things 
Hier, Eachone ofus muſt aQt his 
In unknowne Languages,. 
That it may breed more varietie: : 
As you my Lord,in Latine,[.in Greakes | 
You in /calian , and for becauſe 7know v9 WR | 


That Belswperia hath practiſed the French, 


In _—_— French ſhall all her Phraſes be. 
Bel, You meane to try anger er 
Bal, Butthis wil be a mcexe confulitn,. 

And hardly ſhall wee all be underſtood; | 
Hier, It muſt bee fo : for . wetnrare BE 

Shall prove the ſci nwgot: 


And I my ſclfe;in an Cn. 


* 
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And with a ſtrang 


That I wall haverberche De Carnie," a___—_— 
Aflure thy ſclfe {tyll my 9028 
And all ſhall becordu ct 263 
For there's no pleaſure. 


Bal. How like dorcrein 


Ar "7 
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Lor. Why thus my Lord,wce muſt a 
To footb his bumours up. 
Ba!. O then Hieronims, Frewel ell * 298 
Hier, Y oale pli- this geare AW 
Lor, I inhovee you 8 ' _ Exennt all but Hier. 
. Hier. I, why ſo, Now ſhall I ſee the fall of Bg&y/on, 
W rought by the heavens in this confufior'. | 
Andif he W orld like not this Tragedie, 
Hard is the hap of old Hi:roximo. 
Enter Iſabella with a Weapon. 
1/ab, Tell me no more,O monſtrous homicides, 
Since neither pictic,nor pitrie moves 
The King to juſtice or A uſe 
T will revenge my'ſelfe upon this : 
W here they bave murdered my Pves Soune, 
She cats downo the afrbour, 


Downe with theſe branches, and theſe loathſome bonghts, 


O* this untoranace,and fatall Pinc, 
Downe with them //abefa,rend them up, 

And burne the rootsfrom-whence the reſt is ſprung, 
I will not leave a roet,a ſtalke, a tree, 

'- Abough,a branch,a bloſſome,nor alecafe, 
*Nojnotem hea:be within this garden plows 
Accurſcd complot of my: miſery : 
Fruiclefle for ever maythis Garden bee, a 
Barren the Earth,and blefletedſe whoſoever RT 73” 
Imagines not to kecpe itunmanured.” eve th 
An Eaſtcrne wind commixt withnoifon 
Shall blaſt the  Plangagind the yong Sapl 
The Earth with Serpetas ſhall be pe 
And paſſengers for fearc tobe iRleR, 


oh Jes. 


There murdered ,dyed the Concer ih a, only e2 -2 j7 | 
I,here he dycd,and here Thimimbrite®”” © 
Sec where his Ghoſt (alicited wide wound 
Revcryge on berthathou Foul r ut 
H, make haſt ro (ceth 


red. % 
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Shall and aloofe,and looking at it; Fells"? _—— 
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The Spaneſb «= axtY 
To heare Horatio plead with Radamant: ; 
Make haſt Hieronawe,to hold,exclude,,, -- + 1 95009: | 
Thy negligence jn Do} 13 29v079 
 Whoſchateful wrath bereav'd him of his breath | 
Ah ha,thoudocſt delay their deaths, 
Forgivesthe PB of thy noble ly 
And none but I,beſtirre meto noend 2 | 
And as | carſethistree from further fruit, 
$o ſhall my wombe be. curſed for his fakes: ---. 
And yvith this-weapon wilI yyoundthe breaſt, 
The haplefle breaſt that gaye Horatio ſacke... 
She ſtabs her ſehfe. 
Emer Hieronim*; he knocks up the 5 ram 
Enter the Duke of fable, | 

Caff. Hovy now ont Pay "ak re's thy _ | 
Thar you take all this paine | 

Hier, O fir,itis for the at 
Tolookethat all things may goe well: 

Bat good ny Lord,ler me intreat your Grace,” 
To give the King the Copie of the Play : 
This is the Argament ot what we ſhow. 

Caſt, I will Hieronime. 

Hier. One thing more,good my Lord. 

. Caft, Whar's that ? 

Hier, Let.me intreat your' Grace; "IS | 
That when the traine is paſt into-the Gallery,you? CFE 
Would vouchſafe to throw medowne the key. CE 

Caſt, I will Flieronimo, '  ExitCaſh 

Hier, W hat are you ready Balthazar ? 

Bring a chaire and a Cuſhion for the King. 
Enter Balthazay with a C | 

Well done. Bal:bazer,han up the Title: ed 

Our Sceane is Rhodos:w X is your beard-on?> ©  - * 

Ball, Halfeon,the other is in my band, + + 4 

Hier. Diſpatch for ſhame,are you (olong' ''F  £xip BM. 
Bethinke chy ſelfe Hieronimo, _ j1 3244 4 
Recallthy wits,reconnt tt former wronge,”.s. 
Thon haſt recein'd by murder of thy ſonne. 
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* An{laſtly,not leaſt,how 1/abe!, PL &y 
Once his Mother,and my deareſt Wife, __....._ ++ +! +, 
All woe-begone for him harh flaine her (elfe, ART 

Bet oves thee then Hier#nizro,to bee reveng'd : 
The plot is layd of direrevenge ; 
 Onthem Heronimo,purſue revenge : 
For nothing wams,but acting of Revenge, Ex. 
Emer Spaniſh Kin "Cleeray Divle of Caſtile, 
 andiheir Traine.” 

King. Now Vicerey,ſhall wee (ce the T ragedse 
-Of Solyman the Twrksfs Emperour, | 
Perform'd of pleafure.by our Sonne the Prince, 
My Nephew, Don Lorenzs,and my Neccc? 

Vice, Who, Belimperia ?_ x" 

King, I,and Hierowimo our Marſhall, 

At whoſe requeſtthey deineto dou*cthemſeluer, 
Theſe bee our paſtimes in the Court of Spare. 
Here Brother, you ſhall be the Booke-keeper, 


This is the Argument of that they ſhow. Gines him 4 Book, 


Gentlemen, this Play of Hieronimo, in ſwndry Languages, Was 
thought good to be ſet doWne in Engliſh, more largely, 
for the eaſier under ſtanding to every - 
publique Reader, 


Enter Balthazar, Belimperia and Hieronimo, 


gs 2 Afowe,that Rhodes is ours, yecld heavens the honor 
And holy Mahomer our facred Propher : 
And bethou grac'd with every exccllence, 
That So/yman can give,or thou deſire. 
But thy deſert in conquering Rhodes is eflc, 
 Thenin reſerving this faire Nimph _ _. 
 Perſeda,bliflcfull Lampe of Excellence, 
Whoſe eyes compell like powerfull Adamane, 
The warlike heart of So/iwan to wait. 
King. Sce Viceroy that is Balthazar your Sonne, 
That repreſents the Emperour So "* AIR 
How vvell he ats his amotous paſsion, _ - 
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Vice, I; Belimperia 


.Cafts That's becauſe his] ns all on-Zelrmperia, © 
Hier, W hatever joy carth-yeclds, betjde your Majeſtic? 
Bal, Farth yeelds-no joy without Perſedas love, 

Hier, Then let Perſedaan your Grace attend. 

Bal. She ſhallnatwaiton me,but I on her, 

Drawne by the influence of her Lights, [ yeeld : » 

Bar ler my Friend the Rhodian Knight come forth, ' | 

Eraſto deater then my life ro me, Wes 

Thar he may ſee Per/eda my beloved; 

| Emer Eraſts. 

King, Here comes Lorenzo: looke npon the Plot, 
And tell me Brother,what part playes he? _ 

Bel. Ah my Erafto,welcome to Perſeda,” 

Era, Thrice happyis £rafto,that thowliveft, 
Rhodes lofle is nothing to Eraftes joy, | 
Sith his Per/eda lives his life ſarvives. 

' Bal. Ah Baſhaw,hereis love betwixt £ra/fe 

And faire Per/eda ,ſoveraigneof my foule. 
Hier. Remooue &rafts, mighty Solyman, / 

And then Per/eda will be quickly won. 

Bal. Eraſfto is my friend,and while he lives, 
Perſeda never will remooveher lave. 

Hier, Let not Eraffs live to grieve great Solyman. 

Bal. - Deare is Erefto in our princely eye. 

Hier, But if he be your Rivall,let him die. 

Bal. Why let him die,ſo Love commandeth me ; 
Yet grieve I that_Erafoſhould fo die. ON | 

ier, Erafto, Solyman faluteth thee, 

And lets thee wit by me his highneſſe will, 

W hich is,that thou ſhould be thus employde. Stab hims. - 
Bel. Aye me Erafts ; ſee Solyman, rapes ſine. 

Bal. Yet liveth $o/yman to comfort thee, 
Faire Qeene of Beautie,let not favour die, 
But with a gracions eyebehald his griefe, 
That with Per/edas beantic is increaſt, 
lf by Per/edas griefe be not relealt, * - 

Bel. Tyrant,defiſt ——ns } vaine ſites, 


Relent- 


*% The Spaniſh Trageare,: ' - i 
Relentleſle are minecares to thylagzentss- ff + 
Ws oy pres agents ee BO VICE aUB? ; 
Which ſejz'd onmy Zrafto barmbleſieKnipur-z 
Yet by thy power thon'thinkeſtto command, 
And tothy power Perſedadoth obey * | 
But were ſhe able,thus ſhe would revenge 416 ant 
Thy trezcherics on theeignoble Prince); | Let ber ft ab hiwt. 
And on her ſelfe {he would be thus rey eng} . Stab her ſetfes 
King, Wellfaid old Marſhall,thig wasbravelydone... 
Hier. But Belimperje-plaics' P erſeda well. | * 
Fice, Were this 1n carneſt Belsmperia, 

You would be better to fy. Sonne then {of | 
King. But naw what followes Higrevime 2 1 
Hier, Mary,thisfollowes for Floeronimo 3. ii. - 

Here breake wegff our /lundry. Languages; | - 1” 

And thus conclugeI in our vulgar tongue, | 
Happily youthink (bur bootlefle be your thoughts): 

T hat this is fabulouſly counterfeit ;; p11. _ 
And that we doe asall Tragedians doe, 

To dieto day, (for faſhioning our.Sceane, wi 
The d:ath of Aiax,or ome Rowane Pecre) nal bo | 
And ina Minute ſtartingup againe, ; 

Revive to pleaſe to morrowes Audience 3 
No,Princes know,l am Hirrenmo,, s 
The hopelefle Father of a haplfle Sonne ;:, -+ 
W hoſe tongue is.tun'd tote!l his lateſt rale, - /' |: 311i | 

Not co cxcule grofle errours in the play... | 
I ſee yoht Tookes vrge inftance of thole words: : 

Behold the reaſon vrging me to this, 

He ſrewes bis dead Sonne: 

Sce here my ſhew,looke onthisſpeRacle, 

Here lay my hop:,and here my hope hath end : 

Here lay my heart,and here my hcart was ſliine : - | 

Here lay my treaſurc,here my treaſure loſt : 

Here lay my blifle,and here my bliſſe bereft : 

But hope, heart,rreafurezjoy,and blifle, 
All eg, faild,dyed ;yeal decay'd withthis 2.., . \--- 
From forth theſe woyydg,came breaththat gaye meelife 
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The Shamſh Traeedhe.. © 
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They murdered me that'\muide theſe fatailmarkes;++ ** 
The cauſe was loye, whence grew'thismortal hate?  '' 1 | 


The hare, Lorexzo,and yong Balthazar, | 
The love,my ſonne to: Bevgmperia : 5 0 90 6 
But night;the coverer of accurſedcrimes, i lt 7 


With Pitchy filence huſht the traiterous harmes, * » 
And lent themleave;for they had ſorted leafutr, 
To take advantage in my garden plot; : -' 1 1: 15 
Vpon my ſonne,my deare Horatso : | 
There mercileſſe they butchered up my Boy, 
Ta blacke darke night,to pale dimcruell Death: 
He ſhrikes,I heard ; and yetmethinkes I heare 
Hisdiſma I! outcry eccho inthe ayre: Rl 
With ſooneſt ſpced I haſted tothonoyſe,» 
Where hanging on atree Ifound'my lonne, 
Through girt with wounds,and ſlaughtered as youlce 3 
And grieved (I thinke you) at this ſpectacle? |, 
Speake Portingaler,whole lofle reſembles mine, +; 
If thou canſt weepe uponthy. Balthazar, 
Tis like I waile for my Horatio, ©. 
And you my Lord,whole reconciled ſonne, | 
Marcht in a Net,and thought himſelfe unſecne, | 
And rated me for bra ine-ficke Lanacie:-/ , 
W hich God amend-that,mad Hicronimwo.. 


Ts as propitious.: ſce,Thay 
And never hath icleft my blced 
Soliciting remembrance pf my, vol 
Withtheſc,Ot Ae ye ed murderers;:... 
 Whichnow perform'd,my heart is ſavished +, 7 + 

And tothis xodthe Þ ſbaw Tbecame,.. 11.1 1117 4 1 
That might revenge ak Noh y 216 300 Cr 


Who therefore was appointed to, iN 1 2 

And was to repreſent the Knjght of EÞyders 114 v4 

That I might yl him more Conf GRiAprFs Th pe” : 
| Tee "Wy | ( 
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The Spaniſh Trageie;.. 
So Viceroy v6 1 mp tree, thy A | + 3 
wm HP) Ww elumperia | 

. ey Perſeda murdered, . 


bo ely a inred to that Tragicke part,. 
That ſhe might ſlay him that offended her. 


Poore as amiſther partinthis : - 
For thoughthe Story faith, Ne ſhould have dyed,, 
YetI1 oficndneffe,and of care to her;.. 
Did otherwiſe determine of her end. 
But love of him (whom they did hate ſo much) 
Did urge her Reſolurioa to be ſuch. 
And Princesnow behold Hirronimo, 
Authour and Aﬀorin this Tragedy, 
Bearing his lateſtforrane in his fiſt ; . 
And will as reſolate conclude his part, . 
As any of the Actors gone before. 
| And Gentiles thus T end my Play : 
Vrge no more words,I have no more to ay. 
He runneth to hang himſclfe. 
Ki mg . Ohearken/; rd thy hold Flizeronumo 
cas Nephew,and thy ſonne are flaine. 
Vice, Weare danny! Balthazar is flaine : 
Breake ope the doores : run,fave Hieronime, 
They breake m,and hold Hieronims. . 
Hieronimo,doe but [his rheKing of theſe events, 
Vpon mine Honour,thon ſhak have no harme. 
Hier, Viceroy, will not truſt thee with my life, / 
W hich 1 this day have offered ro my Sonne : " ? 
Accurſed wrerch why ſtaidft thou him that was reſ6lv'd to 
King. S mned bloody Murderer ſpeake ; 
For now I have thee! wil make thee ſpeake : | 
W hy haſt thou done this mndeferving deed ? 
Fiee, Why haſtthou murdered my Balthazar ? 
Cafe. Why haſt thoa barchered both my children thus ? 
Hier, Bura are yon forethar they are dead ?- 
Ceft. I, {laine tob fare, 
Her. What,an! yours too? | C 
Vice, Tall are dead;nort one of them fiirvive. 
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Hier, Nay then I carenot : com we : | ; 
Let us lay our heads together : nn wo netbeliclt 8 
Sec,heere's a goodly nooze will hold them all. ik 

Vice, O damned Devill, how ſecure he is ! 1% 

Flier, Secure? why doſt thou wonder ar it ? Ml 
| Itell thee (7iceroy ) this day I haveſeene reveng'd it 

And in that ſight amgrowneaprouder Monarch, 1 
Then ever fateunder the Crowne of Spaine : w 
Had I as many livesas there be Starres, 

As many heavens to goe to,as thoſelives, 


Ide give them all,! and my ſoule to boor, 1: 
But I would ſee thee ride in this red poole. ; 
Caſt. Speake,who were thy confederates iti this ? 7 
Vice. That was thy daughter Belimperia : ' 
For by her hand my Balthazar was ſlaine ; = 
1 faw her ſtab him. : 


Hier, O good words: as deare to me was my Horatio, - 
As yours,or yours,or yours my Lord to you, 
guiltlefſe Sonne was by Lorenzo ſlaine, 
And by Lorenzo and that Balthazar, 
Am l art laſt revenged throughly; - 
Vpen whoſe ſoules may Heavens be yetrevenged, - 
With greater farre,then theſeafflitions. 
Me thinkes,fince I grew inward with Revenge, 
I cannot looke with ſcorne enough on Death. 

King. W hat,doſt mock ns ſlave ? bring tortures forth, 
Hier, Doe,doe,doe and meane time Ttetorrure you : 
You had a ſonne (asI take it,) and your ſonne | 
Should have bin married to your daughter : ha, waſt not ſo? 
You had a ſonne too, he was my Lieges Nephew : _ f 
He was proud and politike : had he lived, t 
He mighta come to weare the Crowne of Spaine : 

I thinke twas ſo ; twas I that killed him ; 

Looke you,this fame hand was it thar ſtab'd 

His heart : doe you ſee this hand ? 

For one Horatia,if you ever knew him, , | 
A youth,one that they hanged up in his fathers garden: 


Opge that did force your valiant ſonne to yeeld, 
L 3 ? While . 
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T he Spaniſh Trageate. - 


W hile yeur valiant ſonne did take him prifoner.. .' 
Fice. Bedeafe my ſenſes, canheareno more. |; -1 
King, Fal Heaverniand cover us with'thy ſad tunes. 5c 
Caft. Royulealithe World vvithinthy pitchiecloud. 
Hi. Now doe 7applaud vvhat I hauc acted. 
Nune mens (ade mans. 
Now to cxpreſſe the rupture of my part, 
Hit ſt take my.tongue,andafterward my Þeart. 
He bites out ht4 tongue. 
King. O monſtreus reſolution of a wretch : 
See Vicerop,he hath bitten forth his tongue, 
Rather then toreveale what yve required. . 
Caſt, Yetcan he vvrite. 
King. And if inthis he ſatisfie us not, + 
We will deniſe th'extreameſt kind of death, 
Thatever vvas invented for a wretch. 
Hee makes (ignes for akyife to mend his penye. 
Caff, O,ke would have a knife to-mend his Pcns 
Vi:e, Here,and adv thee that thou write the truth. 
Locke to my Brother,ſave Hieronzmo, | 
He with the knife ſlabs the Dake anahim{elfe. 
King. \W kat age hath ever heard ſuchmonſtrous deeds ? 
My Brother,and the whole ſucceeding hope 
Ot Spaine,cxpeted after my.deceale. - 
Goe beare his body hence,that we may mourne, 
The lcſe of our beloved Brothers death, . - 
Thathe may be entomb'd what cre befall: 
Fam the next,th:neereſt laſt of all. WY 
_ Vice. And thou Den Pearedoethe like forus, . 
Take vp our happl:fle Sonne untimely ſlaine ;, ., 
Ser me vvith him,and he withyyoefull me,: _ 
Vpon the Maine-maſt_ of a Ship anman'd, . _ 
Arid letthe yvind and tyde hale mealong © 
To Sar barking and untamed gulfe; __, | JI: 
Or tothe loathſome Poole of excheron, ; *- 
To vvcepe my want of my {yvect Balthazar, | 
Spejne hath no rcfuge for a Portingale,, , . _ Extonnt, 
& | | . +*The 
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T he Trumpets ſound a dead Merch,the King of Spaine mour- 
ning after his Brathers bodie : andthe King of Por® © 
'  Ttingalebearing thebody of his Sounne, © 


Enter Ghoſt and Revenges 


Gbeft, I,novy my hopes have end in their cficRs, 
V Vhen blood and ſorrovy finiſhmy deſires: 
Hoyatie mardered in his Fathers Bower : 
Vile Serberine by Pearinganoflaine : 
Falſe Pedringano hang'd by quaint device, 
Faire 1/abella by her {clfe miſ-done, 
Prince Balthazar by Belimperia ſtab'd z | 
The Duke of {afts/e,and his wicked (onne, 
Both done todeath by old Hieronime + 
My Belsmperiatalne as Diae fell. : 
And good Hieronimoſlaine by himſelfe, | 
L;thefe were ſpeRacles to pleaſe my foules + © 
Now vvill 7 beg at lovely Proſerpine, 
That by the vertue of her Princely doome, + 
-4 may conſort my friends in pleaſing ſort, 
And on my foes vvorke iuſtand ſharpe rencnge. 
Te lead my friend Horatio through thoſe Fields, 
V V here never-Jying V Varres are ſtill inur'd» 
Te lead faire //ahe/ ito that traine, - 
VVhere pittic weepes, but never fceleth paine. 
le leade my Be/rmperia to thoſe ioycs, 
That Veſtal Virgins,and faire Queenes poficfle. 
lle leade Hieronimo where Orphere playes, 3 
Adding ſvycct ple#urs tdeterhialidayes. 
But ſay Rove (torths PC, or Non 
Againſt the rEſt,hayy ſhz yy 


ny. bare be ſhoy'viſe! 
Rewen, This hand ſhall bale chem doyvne to deepeſt Hel, 
V V here nought but Furics, Bugges,and T orturgs dvvell, 


veſt. Then ly ycete Revenge doe rhisa equeſ? 
- me be Iadge;anttoome them ed rn = 
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<Let looſe poore T i144 from the Vultures gripe, 


Andiert Don (ypriav {apply his. roome: 
Place Dox Lorexzov0n [x:0ns Wheele, . - 
And let the Lovers endlefle paines furceaſe, 
T»no forgets old wrath,and graunts him eaſe, 
Hang Balthazar abogt Chineras necke, 
' And let bim therebewaile his bloody Love, 
Repining at our joyes thatare above. 
Let Serberine goe roule the fatall Stone, 
And take from S:;/iphas his endlefſe moane. 
Falſe Pedringano for his Treachery,” 
Let him be drzgg'd through boyling eAcheres : 
And there live,dying ſtill.in endlefle flames, 
Blaſpheming Gods,andall their holy naines. 
Revenge. | 

Then haſte we downe to meet thy Friends and Foes: 
To placethy Friends in eafe;the reſt in woes : 
. - For heere,though Death doth end their miſery, 

Ne there begin their endlefle Tragedie,” Excunt, 
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